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	1. Memories

**Hello everyone! Welcome to _Blind Spots_, my collection of one-shots set in my _Black as Night_ universe. I'd advise for you to read _Black as Night_ before reading this, as these stories will contain unmarked spoilers and references to that story. I suppose you can read these stories as simple fluff without having read _Black as Night_ but simply put: when you read this, I'm assuming you read_ Black as_ _Night_, and there might be (small) plot elements or references you might not get if you haven't read it. **

**In case you haven't read or heard of _Black as Night_, it is a retelling of the original movie, where Hiccup is permanently blinded early on in dragon training. So in these stories, Hiccup will be completely and totally blind. There will not be a cure. These snippets are about Hiccup and Astrid (and others) living a life where Hiccup is blind, and how they deal with that. **

**If you have ideas for one-shots, please suggest them by sending a PM or leaving a review. I'm open to all kinds of suggestions, though I will not write anything containing explicit adult content (so keep it T rated), and I probably won't use any supernatural phenomena.**

**The cover art was made by Twigman242. You can find more of his artwork on his DeviantART with the same username.**

**So, enough administrative stuff, and let's continue with the actual first one-shot! **

* * *

><p><span>Memories<span>

Hiccup was asking himself a lot of questions. How did he end up here? Why did everyone have to be there? Why couldn't he just leave? Why was he, the blind boy, the only one that could see how embarrassing this was?

Of course, he also knew the answers to those questions. It was his sixteenth birthday, and he was now officially an adult. And since it was such a big occasion, Stoick had decided to invite the entire village to the Great Hall to celebrate. Not that he had asked Hiccup, oh no. He'd just said "The coming of age of my son deserves a great feast," even though Hiccup didn't want a great feast. While his father listened more to him these days, this time he had just laughed away Hiccup's concerns and told him "It will be great, you'll see."

Hiccup had to bite his lip to prevent himself from making the obvious sarcastic retort.

So here he was, balancing precariously on a table in the Great Hall, surrounded by the entire village, trying to keep smiling through his father's speech.

"Well, it's great to see so many of you people here! There weren't this many of you last year, haha!" Stoick started, and Hiccup already hated this speech. Why did his dad have to remind him and everyone else of how things used to be? He tried to forget those days. Those days when no one would come to his birthday party. Hel, his father wouldn't even throw a party. Hiccup had been lucky if he got a "Happy birthday" from someone other than Gobber.

"I'm surprised myself. If someone had told me a few months ago that Hiccup would go from being… well, Hiccup," Stoick continued, and Hiccup was having more and more trouble to keep smiling.

"…to defeating the biggest dragon any of us have ever seen, I would have shipped him off for fear he'd gone mad! And you know it!" Hiccup definitely knew it. He knew his father didn't mean to hurt him, but Hiccup couldn't deny that he didn't like listening to this at all. He wasn't sure what was worse: His father's words, or the cheers of the Vikings.

"I mean, all those years of being the worst Viking Berk had ever seen..." _Thanks dad_, Hiccup thought while doing his best not to stop smiling.

"Odin, it was rough, I almost gave up on you, especially after well, you know… the incident in dragon training," Stoick said, and Hiccup couldn't stop his smile from disappearing. That hurt. That hurt a lot.

"...but all the while you were holding out on me!" Oh, so being blinded was all he needed to stop 'holding out'? Hiccup tried his best not to show the hurt, but it was getting harder and harder.

"But here we are. My boy has singlehandedly defeated the Red Death, and brought peace between dragons and Vikings to the island of Berk. And no one is more surprised, or more proud, than I am," Stoick said, and Hiccup wasn't sure if that was supposed to be a compliment.

"And today, my boy becomes a man! Today, my boy becomes a Viking! Today, he becomes one of us!" Stoick finished to great applause, and Hiccup frowned. It was odd how for years he had only wanted to become a Viking, but now that he was one, he wasn't sure if he liked it. He'd much rather be flying on Toothless or go to the cove with Astrid.

But that was not an option right now, so he just hoped the speech would be over soon.

"Now, son. Let me be the first to present a gift to you. Since you… uhm… can't see bad things coming, I thought this might help you. To protect you, I mean," Stoick said, and Hiccup reached out his hands until he found a metal object. It took a few seconds of examining before he realized it was a helmet. That was a pretty cool gift. At least his dad tried to be thoughtful, Hiccup supposed.

"Your mother would have wanted you to have it. It's half of her breastplate," Stoick said, and Hiccup nearly dropped the helmet when he realized what he was running his fingers over.

Hiccup heard a ticking sound, like somebody hit metal, and his father said "Matching set. Keeps her close, you know?"

Hiccup wasn't sure what the other part of the set was, and he wasn't sure if he even wanted to know. So he just smiled and thanked him, trying to ignore the jokes shouted by the Vikings.

He put the helmet on and climbed off the table very carefully, not wanting to slip and embarrass himself even further. But now that he was standing on the solid floor he wasn't sure what to do now. There were delicious smells of food, but Hiccup wasn't eager to eat in front of everyone. At home he knew what kind of food there was, and where it was exactly, so he wouldn't spill it, but here there probably was a large table filled with all kinds of food, just waiting for Hiccup to make a fool of himself by putting his hand in the soup bowl or pour sauce all over the mead or something.

So food was out. He knew there were barrels of mead around here, and he could certainly grab a mug and drink, but he didn't think that was a good idea. Climbing the stairs to the Great Hall was hard enough, especially in this icy weather, he would definitely fall if he tried to climb down drunk.

So drinking was also out. Socializing had never been his strong suite before the blindness, and now he just felt extremely awkward to walk to random people he couldn't even see and start a conversation.

So socializing was also out. He wished Astrid was with him, but she was somewhere else, probably talking to other people, and he had no way to know where. Even Toothless was Odin-knows-where, dragged away by the twins earlier with an ominous announcement that they wanted to see how much alcohol a dragon could handle. When Hiccup tried to protest and say they could try it on their own dragon, they had simply said that since the Zippleback had two heads and one stomach it wasn't a very good test subject. And then Toothless was gone, and Hiccup hadn't seen him since.

So he just sighed and walked to the far wall, leaning against it, hoping the party would be over soon so he could get some rest.

The gods were never that kind to him.

"Hey, cousin! Happy birthday! Sixteen, you're a man now! But are you really a man yet?" Snotlout slurred as he grabbed Hiccup's arm, and Hiccup smelled mead in the air. Great, Snotlout was already drunk. At least Snotlout was a happy drunk, instead of an angry drunk.

"What do you mean, Snotlout?" he asked, supposing even Snotlout was better company than nothing.

"I mean, *hic!*, that you're not really a man 'till you… 'till you did… you know… 'till you make a Zippleback!" Snotlout shouted, and Hiccup tried to draw his head back from the overwhelming stench of mead.

"Uh, what?" he asked, utterly lost as to what Snotlout was referring to. Did he mean train a Zippleback? He'd already done that for the twins.

"You know! When a guy and a girl do it, they make a beast with two heads, but attached at the you-know! *hic!* Like a Zippleback! With Astrid, you know!" Snotlout shouted, and Hiccup blushed bright red when he realized what his cousin was talking about.

"No! We haven't done anything like that. We… We should probably wait for marriage until we do that," he managed to say, wondering if Astrid would even want to… make a two-headed dragon with him.

"What?! But… she's like… so hot! Are you blind or something, man? Don't you see that? Look at that, man! *Hic!* Look at that. Her new hairstyle is so awesome, and that a-" Snotlout said before Hiccup decided to interrupt him. He wasn't sure whether to feel annoyed that Snotlout was calling his girlfriend hot, exasperated that Snotlout was apparently so drunk he didn't realize he was literally blind, or just nauseous from the stench.

But above all, he felt surprised at one part of Snotlout's drunken praise. Astrid had a new hairstyle? He hadn't known that.

"Thank you Snotlout, that's enough. I'll think about what you said, now go and get another drink or something," he said, feeling confused. Why hadn't Astrid told him if she changed her hair?

"Good idea, cuz! I could use another drink! And go get her! Ride that dragon!" Snotlout shouted, and finally the stench moved away. Hiccup hoped that he would finally get a little rest now.

"Snotlout's drunk again?" a voice he recognized as Fishlegs said, and he jumped when he realized Fishlegs was standing right next to him.

"Fish! How long were you standing there?" he asked, trying to calm down.

"Just 7 seconds. I didn't hear your conversation, though I doubt you had a meaningful one with the -6 modifier to Intelligence he has from drinking all that mead," Fishlegs said, and Hiccup snorted. It hadn't been a very meaningful conversation indeed. But his smile died when he remembered the thing Snotlout had mentioned.

"Fishlegs? Has Astrid changed her hair?" he asked, and the large boy was silent for a moment.

"She changed her hairstyle significantly 2 weeks and 5 days ago. Since you can't see it, I'll also mention that Astrid is wearing a new shirt. Its red color is so similar to the color of your blindfold I estimate that there is about a 94 percent chance she chose it to match. That suggests she's significantly interested in you," Fishlegs said, but Hiccup wasn't really listening to the last part.

Astrid's had looked different for weeks and he hadn't known. She had new clothes, and he hadn't even known. He should have complimented her when they walked here together earlier. But he just hadn't known.

He was a terrible boyfriend.

Fishlegs might have sensed his shock, because the boy moved away with a quick "Congratulations on your birthday!" leaving Hiccup to ponder. He hadn't even considered that Astrid might look different from how he remembered her. Maybe he should ask her how what she looked like now. But he wasn't sure how. It felt like such a stupid thing to ask. _Hey Astrid, what does your hair look like?_ It sounded ridiculous.

Before he could ponder it further he was torn from his thoughts by the very person he was thinking about.

"Hey Hiccup? You alright?" Astrid asked, but before he could answer she leaned in until he could smell her. She smelled much better than Snotlout.

"Between you and me, Stoick's speech was terrible. Those were pretty mean things to say," she whispered in his ear, and he smiled. At least Astrid was looking out for him.

If only he could do the same for her.

"Thanks, Astrid. At least he tried to help, and I did get a new helmet," he said as he tapped the new accessory he was wearing, unsure of how to bring up the subject of her hair.

"I suppose. What did you and Snotlout talk about?" Astrid asked, and his head whipped up as he blushed.

"Uhm… Zipplebacks," he said, desperately hoping Astrid wouldn't know about the beast with two heads either.

"Okay… You wanna get out of here?" she asked, and he wondered if he heard her correctly.

"Get out? But it's my birthday party! I can't leave!" he said, shaking his head. The last thing he needed was a lecture from his father about 'dodging responsibility'.

"Oh, come on, Hiccup. I can see you're not having fun. And you're supposed to have fun on your birthday, right? Besides, I doubt anyone would notice. Everyone's either drunk, or watching the twins' dragon drinking tournament," Astrid said as she grabbed his arm. It was tempting, but could he?

"But what about Toothless? Will he be okay?" he asked, unsure of this 'dragon drinking tournament'.

"He'll be fine. He's very eager to beat Hookfang, but at least the dragons can't seem to fire when drunk. Now let's go!" Astrid said as she started dragging him away, and he let himself be lead. He had done everything his father asked in the last few weeks, helping with the village and the new dragon academy. He deserved some time for himself on his own birthday, right?

Seconds later cold air greeted them and Hiccup knew they were outside. He felt dread as he thought about the stairs in front of him. He hated those stairs. In the three months since he lost his leg he had learned to walk across straight surfaces pretty well, but stairs were still hard. Especially stairs as steep, slippery and uneven as these.

He braced himself for a very slow descent, but before he could take the first step, Astrid's voice rang out again.

"We have to be quick if we don't want to be spotted. I could help you," Astrid said, and he considered it. Astrid could hold his arms and make sure he didn't fall.

"Okay, let's do that," he said, but Astrid didn't grab his arms. Instead she moved in front of him. There were a few seconds of awkward silence.

"Come on, Hiccup, get on. We don't have all day!" Astrid said, and he suddenly understood what she meant with 'help'.

"Seriously? You mean a piggyback ride?" he said, trying to keep whatever shred of manliness he had left.

"Yes, a piggyback ride. It's the quickest way to get down the stairs. Now get on!" she said, and he just shook his head, hoping no one would see this.

"Okay, fine," he said as he hesitantly felt in front of him to find Astrid's back. After some very awkward maneuvering, in which Hiccup desperately tried not to think about Zipplebacks as he touched her, he had his arms and legs around her, and she started walking down the steps.

"See! This ain't so bad," Astrid said in a cheerful tone, while Hiccup had to admit it was pretty nice to be this close to her.

"Alright, you win. This is nice. I'm not hurting you, am I?" he asked, worried about his metal leg poking her side.

"You can't hurt me, Hiccup," she said, and suddenly her steps changed. Apparently they had reached the bottom. But Astrid showed no signs of stopping or letting him get off.

"Where are we going?" he asked, unsure whether to be amused or embarrassed.

"It's a surprise. You'll see," she said in a playful tone, and he knew she was joking. So he just relaxed and enjoyed the ride.

Astrid's hair was right in front of him, and Hiccup suddenly felt the urge to run his fingers through it and find out what was different about it. But he didn't dare. He didn't want to make this any weirder than it needed to be.

Finally Astrid stopped, and Hiccup climbed off her back, his foot slipping when he landed. He heard Astrid laugh as she took his hand and pulled him back up, and he smiled when he felt the now familiar scars on her hands. He still felt bad that she had scars because of him, but it was nice to be able to recognize Astrid just by her hands.

His smile fell when he realized he knew her hands better than her face or hair. He didn't really know anything about what she looked like anymore. He barely remembered what she used to look like.

"What's wrong? Is your leg hurting again?" Astrid asked him as she lead him by the hand. Hiccup didn't know how to answer. _"I don't know what you look like anymore,"_ just sounded… wrong. Like he betrayed her.

"No, no, the leg is fine," he said, and Astrid was silent as she lead him to a nearby log and sat him down.

"It's… I feel like I'm a lousy boyfriend. I feel like I'm not seeing anything you do," he eventually said after a heavy silence. Astrid sighed before sitting down as well.

"Of course you don't! You're blind! But that doesn't mean you're a lousy boyfriend! If there's something I want you to know about, I'll tell you, okay? And everything else you can't see doesn't matter," she said heatedly, and he frowned. He didn't like being so… dependent on what she told him. He should be able to look out for her.

"I suppose it doesn't matter. But I… I want it to matter, Astrid! I want to… I want to be able to compliment you on your clothes, or make a bouquet of flowers for you without having to ask someone if the colors are right. I just want to… do those silly boyfriend things with you," he said as he scratched his hair. She sighed before lightly punching his arm.

"Well, I don't care about clothes or flowers! I'd much rather get a nice weapon or a new piece of armor than flowers or shirts. And you happen to be the best at making weapons and armor, even without your eyes! So don't you think you're not good enough or something. Because you're the best!" she said heatedly, and it made Hiccup feel a little better. But the fact that he hadn't known about her new hair still bothered him.

"Oh, I made you a gift! Well, Gobber helped me with it. Do you want it?" she suddenly asked in an eager tone, and he couldn't help but smile again.

"Of course," he said, and Astrid placed an odd object in his hands.

"Happy birthday!" she said, and he frowned as he ran his fingers over the present, trying to figure out what it was. His first thought was that it was a solid block of metal, but he found a series of rings piercing the block. When he examined the sides he found that the block was actually a stack of metal sheets, held together with the rings. Slowly, he moved the first sheet around the rings like one would open a book, and he realized what it was.

"It's a… sketchbook?" he asked as his jaw dropped.

"Yes! I noticed you used to carry a sketchbook with you. A paper one, of course. But… you can't use that anymore, you write and draw on copper now, so I figured you might like this. There's a little holster here where you can place your writing knife as well," Astrid said as she took his hand and moved it to the inside of the rings, where there was enough space to put his knife.

"Astrid… I don't know what to say! Thank you!" he managed to say, as he examined the metal book.

"Now you can draw whatever you want, wherever you want," she said, and he wanted to agree with her. But then a thought crossed his mind, and he said it out loud before he realized it.

"I wish I could draw you."

There was a short silence, and he wished more than ever he could see Astrid.

"Well… you can, right? You remember what I look like, don't you?" she hesitantly asked, and he shook his head.

"I do, sort of, but… but that isn't what you look like anymore. Snotlout said that you changed your hair, and Fishlegs said you're wearing new clothes, and I-I don't know what you look like now!" he said, hoping she would understand what he meant.

"Oh. But… why do you want to draw me? I mean, you can't see the drawing anyway, and… does it really matter?" she asked, and he shook his head again as he laid the metal book next to him.

"It's… I suppose it's not about drawing, really. It's… I have this image of you in my head. But it's from months ago, when I- When I could still see. From before. And now that image… isn't accurate anymore. And I… I wish I could update it," he slowly said, bowing his head.

"Oh, I see. But… does it really matter what color clothes I wear or what my hair looks like? I'm still me, right?" she asked as she put her arm around his shoulders.

"Yes, you're still you. But… I'm forgetting, Astrid. I'm starting to forget what people look like! Dad, Gobber, Toothless, I don't remember them anymore! They're just… they're just a voice to me now, some… stupid voice and a smell coming from the darkness, without shape or looks! And… I'm afraid that's going to happen to you too! I just… I realized I know your hand better than I can remember your face!" he said, and Astrid pulled him a little closer.

"Shh, it's okay. And you know what? I'm forgetting too. I can't remember what eye color you had. I can't remember what your face looked like… without the scars, and without the blindfold. As far as I'm concerned, your eyes are red, because your blindfold is red. And I can't feel you with my hands as well as I used to. But does that matter to you?" Astrid asked as he laid his head on her shoulder.

"Not really. But at least you have an image. When Snotlout told me you changed your hair, I realized… I realized that I don't even remember what your old hair looked like. I remember it was blond, and there was a braid, but… but I don't remember what it looked like exactly. The memories are fading, and I'm afraid that soon I won't remember the braid or the color, and then you'll be… gone. You'll be just a… ghost in my mind. I'm afraid you'll be invisible to me. I'm terrified of that," he finally admitted as he put his arm around her shoulders as well.

"Oh, Hiccup. Am I really invisible? I mean, there's still a voice, right? And… a touch, maybe?" she slowly asked in a soft voice, and he felt bad for making her feel bad.

"I'll always remember your voice. And I suppose your hands are very unique. I feel like I know your hands. They're not… invisible. But… isn't it bad that I know your hands better than your face?" he asked, untangling their arms and grabbing her hands, rubbing his fingers over the rough scars.

Astrid was silent for a while, before suddenly pulling her hands out of his grip, grabbing his hands instead.

"If you can get to know my hands through touch, why can't you know the rest of me? Your old memories are gone, but maybe you can get some new ones," she said as she raised his hands, and suddenly he felt soft skin under his fingers. It took a moment for him to realize she wanted him to feel her face, and then he did. Slowly he ran his fingers over her cheeks, then her jaw and smiling lips, trying to visualize the shape in his mind. Then he moved up, careful not to poke her eyes, and mapped her nose and forehead.

"You're beautiful," Hiccup said as he moved his hands to her hair, trying to figure out what Snotlout had meant. Finally the picture started forming, and he started smiling as he felt her soft hair. She had a small braid over her head between her ears that he didn't think she had before, and the rest of her hair was brushed to the side or tied in a large complicated braid behind her head.

"Snotlout was right. It's really nice," he said, more to himself than to her, and she shuddered beneath his hands.

"He said I looked nice?" Astrid asked angrily.

"Uhm, those weren't his exact words," he said, hoping she wouldn't ask about Zipplebacks.

"Ugh, I can imagine what he did say. At least he'll never know me like you do. He just looks at me. You can do everything else," she said, and he blushed, trying not to think about how close they were, his hands still in her hair.

"But I think you need more new memories, Hiccup," Astrid said as she leaned in.

"Just remember my voice," she whispered in his ear, and he tried to imprint this moment into his memory, unable to formulate a response.

"Remember my smell," she said as she pushed his nose into her neck, and he took deep breaths, forcing himself to inhale her smell. Then she pulled her head back a bit, before taking a deep breath herself as Hiccup tried to get his brain working again.

"And… remember my taste," she said with a light voice before lowering her lips to his, and Hiccup finally felt like he was starting to get a complete picture again. It was like a dark but solid shape in his black room, without colors, but with a beautiful voice, soft hair, a familiar smell, and an odd, yet nice taste. And as she pulled back again he smiled as he 'looked' at the woman in front of him, running his fingers over her cheeks again.

"So, do you still think I'm invisible? Do those new memories help?" she asked, and her voice sounded remarkably… unsure. But he just smiled. How did this girl always know how to help him?

"It's better than anything I had before. I could get used to it. But I think I need some new memories every now and then," he said as he ran his fingers through her hair.

"I don't want to forget this either. Happy birthday, Hiccup," Astrid said, before kissing him again.

* * *

><p><strong>That was the first blind spot! Please share your thoughts or suggestions by leaving a review or a PM. In case you were wondering, I was using Astrid's hairstyle from Race to the Edge for this fic.<br>**

**Thank you for reading, and I'll be back with more soon!**


	2. Stories and Scars

**Hey everyone, I'm back with another one-shot! I'm sorry I was gone for this long, I took a short hiatus, and I have been processing all your suggestions. I want to thank you all for your suggestions, they gave me loads and loads of ideas! I can't promise they'll all be used, but many will. So if you've got any new ideas for one-shots, don't hesitate to send me a PM or describe them in a review! **

**In case you're wondering, this one takes place around one month after the events of the previous one-shot, or about 4 months after the end of _Black as Night_. **

* * *

><p><span>Stories and Scars<span>

Hiccup walked out of the assembly, feeling confused. He couldn't believe his father actually approved of dragon racing. It would be a weekly competition between the dragon riders, where they would have to catch sheep and bring them to their own baskets as quickly as they could, and gather more sheep than the others. All the dragon riders would participate.

Except for him.

It hadn't been stated as such. His father did say 'all the members of the dragon academy', but he couldn't mean Hiccup as well. Stoick had talked about how dangerous the sport would be, that there would be a high chance of collisions and that 'all the participants should keep their eyes open'.

Hiccup got the hint.

It hurt, and he stopped walking for a moment to lean on a nearby wall, sure that he would get lost if he tried to walk while his mind was occupied like this. Toothless crooned and nudged him, and Hiccup tried to smile. He scratched the dragon, trying to apologize without words that Toothless wouldn't participate either. They had both enjoyed the hunt for Sven's escaped sheep that had inspired dragon racing, but now they would be grounded. All because Hiccup hit his head trying to catch a sheep, not knowing that there was a wall just behind it.

It had been worth it. The joy of flying was so amazing, and it was only when he was in the air that Hiccup was able to forget the blindness and the stumbling for a while. He fell so often on the ground, tripping over objects or walking into doors, that even hitting his head while flying didn't diminish the freedom of flight.

But his dad was right. He would fail anyway. There was no way he could win with his condition. It just wouldn't be fair.

"Hey Hiccup! Excited for the first dragon race next week?" Astrid asked as she punched his arm, and Hiccup jumped, not expecting her. Although he didn't feel too good, she never failed to cheer him up. So he smiled and grabbed her hand, the familiar scars feeling nice under his fingers.

"I suppose. I'm sure you'll win, you'll do great!" he said, and Astrid laughed.

"Yeah right, like you won't win. You and Toothless are the best team!" she said, and he shook his head, confused.

"What? But we're not participating! Dad won't let me!" he exclaimed, and Astrid punched him again.

"Why would you think that? He was gesturing straight to you when he said that all riders would participate. Just ask him if you don't believe me!" Astrid said, and he felt really stupid. Was she right? Was he thinking too negatively again, like Astrid said sometimes?

"You think so?" he asked, his head bowed down.

"Of course! And if he won't let you, I'll walk over to your house and I'll convince him to let you play. Got that?" she said, and he chuckled, knowing she meant it.

"And in case you're wondering, if you don't win, I'll punch you. Got that? You can do it, even if you're blind, and I'm not going to let you think you can't!" she said, and he just nodded, squeezing her hand, trying to tell her without words how much her support meant to him.

Why was his throat suddenly feeling so thick?

"And hey, maybe we can prepare together? You don't have to… hide anything from me, Hiccup. You know that, right?" she asked, and he couldn't talk. So he just nodded before pulling her into an embrace.

"Thanks, Astrid," he managed to say, and she just held him a little tighter.

* * *

><p>"Mother, can I ask you something?" Astrid asked after days of doubting and thinking that brought her nothing to solve her dilemma. Normally she would ask Hiccup when she had a problem, but this time the dilemma was about him. And he definitely didn't want to hear about this.<p>

Kirsten frowned as she put dinner on the table. Astrid was glad her father wasn't here, he wouldn't understand this.

"Of course, Astrid," Kirsten said as she sat down across from Astrid. She took a deep breath as she tried to formulate her question well.

"It's about Hiccup. It's… It's about his scars. A few days ago I went to his house in the morning to get him, because he was late for dragon training. And… Hiccup was there, without his blindfold on. And… I saw his scars again. It's the first time in months I've seen them, and… it's…" Astrid didn't know how to say this. She felt awful for thinking it, and she knew Hiccup would be mortified if he knew. But… it was still _there_.

Kirsten said nothing, she just looked at her with a warm look, and Astrid felt a little more reassured that for once her mother didn't tease her about Hiccup.

"They're ugly, okay. They're just… His scars bother me. And I feel awful, but… I had almost forgotten he had them. Or at least that they were… this bad. I thought they were still… eyes, but there are no eyes left. There's nothing left. And I know it's my fault it's that way, and I felt so guilty again, and I just… I didn't want to look at it. I told him he should put his blindfold on, and he did, but… I'm afraid that I'll feel bad the next time I see those scars, and the time after that, and so on," she said, staring at her food instead of her mother.

"I see. You're afraid that you won't like Hiccup on your wedding night," Kirsten said, and Astrid looked up with a mortified expression. Why couldn't her mother talk about Hiccup without mentioning marriage?! She was about to protest, before realizing her mother was right. It was something that… worried her. What if they bared themselves to each other, and she wouldn't… like it because she had to look at those ugly scars? Could she ask him to keep his blindfold on? He wouldn't like that. And she wouldn't like it either.

So she bowed her head again and nodded, unable to face her mother again.

"Maybe? I just don't know what to do, mother. I mean, I can't ask him to keep it covered up forever, can I?" she softly said, wondering why running away and hiding from the problem seemed such an attractive option right now.

"Let me ask you a question, Astrid. Is Hiccup bothered by the scars on your hands?" Kirsten asked, and Astrid only felt more guilty.

"At first he was. Every time I grabbed his hand he'd apologize for it. He felt really guilty about it, I suppose. But that… eventually he stopped doing that, and now he says they're comforting. Apparently he can recognize me by my hands," she said with a chuckle, wondering how Hiccup got over his guilt.

"Exactly. Now, don't tell your father I told you this, but he has a big scar on his back. It's pretty ugly, but he obtained it while… fighting off a dragon trying to burn our house down. So when I see it, I don't see an ugly scar. I see the proof that he fought to protect us. And that's what Hiccup does when he feels your hands. He doesn't feel an ugly scar. He feels the hands of… someone who was willing to burn herself to help him," Astrid's mother said, laughing lightly at the end.

Astrid frowned as she thought about it. That might be easy if the scar's story was heroic or reassuring. But… Hiccup's scars weren't caused by a heroic action. It was a reminder of her failure, of that horrible act she committed in her anger.

How could that ever be reassuring?

"But… I don't want to think about what the scars are about. It's a bad story! There's no strength or honor in it, mother! And I just… my mistake is literally staring me in the face every time I look at him! Today, after the announcement of dragon racing, he was sad again, thinking he couldn't fly because of his blindness, and I felt even worse! It's bad enough to see his mental scars, I don't want to see his other scars as well!" Astrid exclaimed, burying her face in her hands, all her appetite gone.

"I'm sorry, Astrid, but… I don't have an easy answer for this. Just… maybe ask him to show them to you more often, so you can get used to it. And… if the story is so bad, maybe you can find a new story to associate with those scars? Just like Hiccup first felt guilt at your scars, but now he has a different story for it," Kirsten said as she rubbed Astrid's shoulders.

Astrid tried not to groan. That might be easy for her mother, she was a storyteller, making new stories is what she did. But Astrid didn't know how to create a new story. How could she build something new on something this damaged?

"And you know, when you're married, I think you'll be too busy looking at another part of him to look at his face," Kirsten suddenly said with a light voice, like she was trying very hard not to laugh.

"Mother! That's not… Gods, can't you talk about Hiccup for five seconds without mentioning marriage?!" Astrid shouted, her face flushing bright red, but Kirsten merely laughed before taking another bite of her food.

* * *

><p>"Dad, can I ask you something?" Hiccup hesitantly asked as his dad put dinner on the table, and he felt around and grabbed the plate prepared for him. Stoick never mentioned it, but Hiccup noticed he always ordered the food in a certain way. Meat on the right, vegetables at the top, sauce at the bottom. Hiccup knew that his father never did that on his own plate. But he did it for Hiccup, because he needed to know where each type of food was.<p>

"Of course, son," Stoick said, and it was followed by chewing sounds.

"Can I participate in dragon racing?" he asked, preparing for his dad to laugh at the mere suggestion of it. Instead, Stoick was silent for a long time.

"Hiccup," he started, and Hiccup was sure there would be an angry lecture now.

"Why would you think I wouldn't let you?" his father continued, and Hiccup nearly dropped his spoon, splattering sauce on his shirt.

"Because… Because it's dangerous, and because I probably wouldn't be any good at it anyway," he slowly said, feeling really stupid for even bringing it up as he felt around for cloth.

"Hiccup. To be honest, I'd rather not see you do such a dangerous sport, especially after you hurt yourself earlier. But I realized that flying is a part of you. Dragons are a part of you. And… if there's anything I've learned, it's that I can't protect you from everything. So you might as well do something that you love while surrounded by people who'll protect you as best they can, like Astrid and Toothless. And maybe injuries would be an occupational hazard of that. But maybe that's a fair risk for doing something you love," Stoick said as he pressed a piece of cloth into his hand, and Hiccup wasn't sure what to say. So he just took the cloth and dabbed at the sauce on his shirt.

Before he could figure out how to respond, his father spoke up again.

"And as for you not being good at it, I doubt it. Look, son, I know that in the past, I've said some… bad things about you. I'm sorry for that, and I want you to know that while, yes, you're not the best fighter, and you have trouble doing some things because of your blindness, you're still the best dragon rider there is, and I am so proud of you."

Hiccup wasn't so sure. Flying with Toothless went pretty well these days, but dragon racing would be a whole new level. He'd need to know where the sheep were, where the basket was, and he'd need to communicate with Toothless. But maybe some things could be done. He grabbed the metal sketchbook from his pocket and opened it to a new sheet when ideas sprang to mind.

Stoick sighed. "Hiccup, no drawing at the dinner table. What are you trying to draw anyway?" he said, and Hiccup reluctantly put the sketchbook down, careful not to drop it in his food.

"I was just trying to figure out how many seconds it takes to fly from the entrance of the arena to my basket. I have to throw my sheep in the right basket after all," he said, and Stoick chuckled.

"I was wondering about that. Do you have any ideas for how we can make it fairer for you?" Stoick said, and Hiccup grabbed the sketchbook again, eager to describe where the baskets should be placed.

* * *

><p>"No Hiccup, that's the green! The blue is next to it!" Astrid said, laughing, when Hiccup grabbed the wrong jar of paint again. He laughed as well as he put the jar down and grabbed a jar next to it.<p>

"No, that's the red! On the other side! Here!" she exclaimed as she grabbed his hand and brought it to the correct jar.

"I'm sorry! I still can't believe you want me to do this," he said between laughs, dipping a finger into the blue paint.

"Hey, I can't really do it myself, and I don't trust anyone else with this important task," she said as Hiccup used the hand not covered in paint to feel for her face.

"I'm honored that you think I'm worthy, milady," he said with a serious voice, before descending into laughs again. Astrid couldn't help but smile too. This was nice. She had spent so much time lately thinking about his scars that she had forgotten how nice it was to just goof around with him.

"Still, why don't you ask your parents or something? I'm sure your mom would love to do it," he said after he stopped laughing and felt her face again. Astrid snorted.

"I think she'd much rather see you do it," she said, knowing her mother would never stop teasing her if she knew what Hiccup was doing right now, and Hiccup's expression turned to confused. "Never mind. And I trust you can do this. You made wonderful drawings, I'm sure you can make some nice war paint as well," she added, and Hiccup shrugged.

"I still don't know how wise this is, but I'm willing to try. Close your eyes, please," he said, and she obeyed. It was odd, feeling Hiccup's hand carefully explore the skin around her eyes, and suddenly there was a wet sensation as he drew a line of paint over her nose.

He continued to feel her face, before drawing more lines. She opened one eye to look at him, and was surprised by how close he was, his face inches from hers. His mouth was open in a half-smile, and his head was slightly tilted. She felt the urge to lean in and kiss him, but she didn't want to break his concentration. She closed her eye again when he moved to the other half of her face, and for a minute the only sounds were their breathing.

"Okay, I think that's the blue done. Where's the orange?" Hiccup asked, and she opened her eyes to see him put the blue jar down and grab another one at random.

"That's the green again! This one's orange," she said, grabbing his hand to move it to the correct jar. Her fingers ran over his, and some paint ended up on her hand.

"Okay, hold still again," he said and she smiled for a moment, before staying still. Hiccup used one finger to gently feel for the blue paint on her face, before drawing an orange line next to it. She kept her eyes open, looking at his blindfold.

Astrid did her best to stay still as she looked at the piece of cloth covering the scars she knew were there. Despite all the thinking she had done over the past week, she still had no idea how to make a better story about the scars.

"You're going to look completely different when I'm done. I hope it's better," he whispered, and she frowned. If only Hiccup could look different. Her hands began to itch again, something they often did when she was nervous, and she rubbed her fingers together, trying to scratch it. The blue paint smeared all over her fingers, and she got an idea. Maybe Hiccup could look different, if only for a short while.

"And… done," Hiccup said as he applied one final line, and she exhaled, before looking at her reflection in the water basin.

Hiccup had drawn blue streams, filled in with orange, that reminded her of Stormfly's tail. The tongues spread out from her nose over her eyes and cheeks, and she could almost see a stream of blue fire in it. It was slightly asymmetric, the drawing on the left side was slightly smaller than its mirror image on the right side, and not all the streams were filled in completely. Those were probably errors because Hiccup couldn't see his work.

It was still perfect.

"Thank you, Hiccup! It's amazing! Can I paint your face now?" she asked, getting an idea for a fitting painting. He looked surprised, before chuckling.

"You want to? Okay, then. Though try not to get any paint on my blindfold, please," he said as he washed his hands in the basin, and she punched him lightly on his arm.

"No, I mean without the blindfold. Can I paint over your… your scars, please?" Astrid said, and he frowned, clearly confused.

"I-I don't know if I like that, Astrid. I… I don't… I don't want to everyone to see them again," he softly said, and she felt even more guilty. But this was something she needed. And he needed to become more comfortable with them as well.

"Please? No one else will see them, I'll paint all over them, I've got an idea for how to make them look much cooler. And… And I have to… I want to do this, Hiccup," she said, and he remained silent for a long time, clearly unsure. But just when she thought she had failed, he nodded.

"Okay. But only if you… if nothing underneath is shown, okay? Showing them one time was more than enough," Hiccup slowly said, and she smiled.

"Thank you, Hiccup! And I promise they won't see anything!" Astrid said, before reaching her hands out to the knot behind his head. Hoping he couldn't feel how much her hands were shaking, she undid the knot and let the blindfold fall to the ground. She couldn't stop her sharp intake of breath when the scars were revealed, but she gritted her teeth and forced herself to relax. They were just scars. And while they were ugly now, she could make them fearsome.

Hiccup looked uncomfortable, rubbing his hands and scratching his hair, but she forced herself to move her hand that wasn't covered in paint to his face. Hiccup winced when she touched the strange ridges and blobs on his face, feeling similar to the pink and white scars on her own hands.

"Does this hurt?" she asked as she forced herself to gently feel the remains of his eyes, glad that she couldn't really feel the texture of the weird tissue.

"No, it just… feels weird. I don't like touching it myself, but… your hands don't feel as bad," he said, and she could see him start to relax.

She washed her hands before dipping her finger into the red paint and running it over his nose. He flinched, but after that he remained still as she painted streaks of red and orange over his scars, trying to create an image of fire. Hiccup had been burned many times, but he had always survived, and Astrid felt a strange urge to show the world that this boy melted her heart and warmed her insides. Fire burned and destroyed, but fire could also reforge and renew. And while the accident was horrible, Astrid was glad that it had caused the walls between them to burn down.

The image wasn't as realistic as she had hoped, and she used some black paint to create smoke and ashes, hoping the smoke clouds on his cheeks would divert attention away from the two… holes that were normally hidden by the blindfold.

"Can I paint your hair?" she asked as she grabbed the yellow jar, and he smiled.

"I suppose that it doesn't matter much now, does it? Okay then," Hiccup said, and she drew some yellow and orange streaks in his reddish hair, trying to make it look like his hair itself was fire.

A few minutes later she was done, and she took a step back to look at her work. The scars were all but invisible, completely covered by the red and orange tongues of flame. The now red holes where his eyes used to be barely stood out compared to the large flame and clouds of smoke, and Astrid was sure no one would be able to see them when he was flying through the air at high speeds. Sparks, cinders, and wisps of smoke covered his hair, and overall it looked like the boy was on fire, but without it hurting him. Like he was immune to the effects of the flames.

Like he was fire himself.

A horn rang out, the signal that the match was about to begin, and she grabbed Hiccup's hand, smearing some red paint on it.

"Ready to race?" she asked, and he smiled.

"As ready as I'll ever be."

* * *

><p>"And Hiccup's about to score! No wait! He missed the basket! Ooh, that's bad luck for the heir, 'cause he was on fire earlier, wasn't he Bucket?" Mulch's voice rang through the arena, amplified by the large horn he used to comment on the game. Astrid was just entering the arena, wanting to dump her own sheep, and she arrived just in time to see Hiccup narrowly miss his throw, throwing the sheep in the small gap between his black basket and her blue one.<p>

"I think he's still on fire, Mulch. Don't you think we should throw some water on him?" Bucket said into the horn, and Astrid smiled. At least her painting fooled Bucket, and she hadn't noticed any jeers or insults from the audience about the scars.

There were just a lot of fire jokes, though some people said she was looking a little blue today as well. Astrid dumped her sheep in her own basket before circling around the arena, planning to put Hiccup's sheep in his basket. The boy deserved the point, he was doing so well. She had to admit that despite, or maybe because of, his blindness Hiccup and Toothless worked together better than any other team. Astrid felt a pang of jealousy as she watched Toothless give instructions and directions, which Hiccup followed without hesitation using his new tail pedal, making them circle around the arena before leaving through the great gate. Apparently they decided not to try and get the sheep from the narrow gap. She wished she and Stormfly could be that in sync.

She was about to grab the sheep when a red blur appeared in front of her and took it, and it took a moment before she realized that it was Snotlout and Hookfang.

"Snotlout, Snotlout, oi, oi, oi!" the boy shouted as he dumped the sheep in his own red basket, and Astrid felt a surge of anger.

"Hey, why don't you find your own sheep?!" she shouted at him as she left the arena.

"Hey, I'm just trying to win, babe. I would have given it to you if you'd asked, though," Snotlout said while giving her a look that made her skin crawl. So she just growled and flew through the exit to look for more sheep.

"Both Snotlout and Astrid scored! That puts Astrid in the lead with 15 sheep, Snotlout second with 13 sheep, Hiccup third with 12, and the twins and Fishlegs tied at 10 sheep!" Mulch shouted, and her anger grew when she realized Snotlout stole second place from Hiccup there. The former bully might have been nicer to Hiccup lately, he still got annoying whenever he rode Hookfang.

A horn blew in the village, and Astrid flew in that direction, knowing what it meant.

"With all 60 sheep found, it's time for the final sheep! The black sheep is worth 5 points to whoever gets it in their basket!" Mulch said, and the cheers from the arena grew louder as the game was about to reach its most exciting point. Astrid flew low over the village, trying to see the catapult that would launch the black sheep, and narrowly avoided a collision with the twins when they came flying from the opposite direction.

The horn blew again, and she saw the sheep fly through the air a few hundred yards away from her. She flew in that direction, noticing that both Hiccup and Fishlegs were near. They came at the sheep from opposite directions, and Astrid recognized the situation. One of them would have to give up and turn to avoid a collision, and it was the one who held out for longest who got the sheep. They called it 'the staring game'.

Hiccup and Toothless were masters at this, probably because Hiccup couldn't even see Meatlug and Fishlegs coming, so he wasn't afraid. So Astrid wasn't surprised when she saw Toothless growl just before they reached the sheep, making Meatlug drop and turn, and Hiccup held out his arms to grab the sheep. He awkwardly held it above his head, clearly having difficulty bearing the weight of the heavier sheep.

Astrid knew that she could still win. She wasn't that far away from Toothless, and she was sure she could overtake them. So she flew at them, though she resolved not to do any dangerous or dirty tricks to get the black sheep. She'd only take it if Hiccup made a big mistake. He deserved to win. He deserved to be rewarded for all his effort.

She had often accompanied him on training for the race, and she had marveled at his non-stop efforts at teaching Toothless more words they needed, like 'flip', when Toothless needed to fly upside down for a moment so Hiccup could catch a sheep, and 'gate', which Toothless would growl when they flew through the entrance of the arena so Hiccup would know when to throw the sheep. They had practiced signals for when to grab sheep, giving each other directions, communicating the locations of other riders, and more. All things she and the other teens took for granted, because they didn't need their dragon to tell them all that information.

And now she saw the fruits of that labor as Hiccup expertly dodged the twins coming in using a barrel roll. But then she saw something that infuriated her. Snotlout was coming from behind Toothless, and she knew they couldn't see an attack from that side coming. With the way Hiccup was holding the sheep, she knew it would be child's play for Snotlout to take it.

She wasn't about to let Snotlout steal another sheep from Hiccup, so she told Stormfly to turn and fly between the Monstrous Nightmare and Toothless. Stormfly seemed eager to stop Hookfang as well. The two dragons didn't get along very well.

"Didn't I tell you to get your own sheep, Snotface?!" she shouted as she flew in his path, and for a moment he looked terrified. But then he spurred Hookfang on again with angry shouts, initiating a staring game between them. Normally she'd probably lose, not wanting to risk hurting Stormfly if Snotlout suddenly decided to grow some balls. But now she wouldn't give up. She took a quick look over her shoulder to see Toothless fly towards the arena, dodging another attack from the twins.

Snotlout looked at her with fury in his eyes, before kicking and shouting at his dragon to fly on. Astrid braced herself for impact, but then Hookfang set himself on fire, startling Snotlout, before turning around and landing. As the Nightmare passed Astrid she heard him warble, and it almost sounded… apologetic. Like the dragon was apologizing for his rider's behavior.

"You tell him, Hookfang," she shouted after the still burning Nightmare, hoping he could hear it over Snotlout's angered and pained screams, before turning around and flying towards the arena, hoping she would be there in time to see Hiccup win.

* * *

><p>Hiccup barely managed to switch the pedal to the right position in time so Toothless could dodge an attacker, he wasn't sure which one. Adrenaline rushed through his veins as he tightened his hold on the squirming sheep in his arms, and prepared to enter the arena. The crowd cheered loudly, and he could barely hear Toothless' growls. They circled around the arena, slowing down to a practiced speed so Hiccup would know when to throw the sheep. If they went too slow or too fast, or if Hiccup threw too early or too late, the sheep would end up in the wrong basket.<p>

"Oh! It looks like Astrid has come to the defense of the heir! It looked like she was going to take the black sheep, but then she veered off the stop Snotlout from attacking Hiccup!" Mulch had barely finished commenting when Toothless loudly growled "Gawr", the signal that they entered the arena and that Hiccup had to count to five before throwing.

His thoughts raced when he heard the commentary. Astrid had given up the chance to win to distract Snotlout? Why would she do that? Did she want him to win? But she deserved the win more than him, she could win, she should win.

He nearly lost his count, distracted by the shock and the cheering and shouting of the crowd, which was now chanting for the 'dragonfire boy' to claim the victory. He wasn't entirely sure if he was at three or four in his count, but he was nearly certain it was four. He didn't dare to exit and enter the ring again for a recount, sure that the other riders were hot on his heels. So he made his decision, counted 'five' in his head, and threw.

* * *

><p>"You freaking idiot," Astrid said as she punched Hiccup on his arm after the victory celebration. She hadn't had the chance to talk to him during the celebration, because of all the compliments and congratulations the winner got. Which should have been him.<p>

"Hey, it's not my fault! I got distracted, and it's surprisingly hard to get your sheep in the right basket when you can't see it!" he said, grinning, before catching her hand from the air. He got better at that every day. She frowned, unsure if his mistake was really a mistake.

"And congratulations, racing champion," he added, before pulling her a little closer.

"Only because you messed up and threw the sheep in _my_ basket. You should have won, dragonfire boy," she said, though she couldn't help but smile when she saw he wasn't angry. On the contrary, he looked happy that she won. She started doubting that he accidentally missed his own basket more and more. But she didn't want to press him about it now.

"First of all, you could have taken the black sheep from me, according to Mulch. Second, why does everyone suddenly call me 'dragonfire boy'? What's up with that?" Hiccup asked as he put his hands on her shoulders, and she was grateful they were alone for now.

"Because you look like fire, and you were clearly the best dragon rider out there," she said as she ran her fingers over the paint on his face.

"Wait… you painted… fire on me? Why?" he asked, looking confused, though his smile didn't disappear.

"Because you went through the biggest firestorm in history and came out alive. There's power in you, Hiccup. Both inside and out. You… You always make me feel warm, and… well, it concealed your scars well," she said, and he just smiled more before pulling her against him in a hug.

"Now I feel bad for my silly painting," he whispered in her ear, and she laughed.

"You want to paint fire on my face next week?" she asked as she pulled out of the hug and smiled at him. He chuckled as he ran his fingers over her face.

"I doubt I'd be able to do fire well. I'm surprised you like this one, and this one was simple. And besides… I've had enough of fire. Maybe water suits you better. You always make me feel calmer. You saved me from fire, remember?" Hiccup said as he grabbed her hands again and ran his fingers over her scars, and she snorted.

"Speaking of water, we should probably wash off this paint," she said as she reached for the nearby bucket of water and cloth.

"Aww, but I liked being 'dragonfire boy'," Hiccup said with a pout, and she responded by rubbing the wet cloth over his face, washing some red paint off.

"Don't worry, you'll always be my dragon boy, and you'll always be my fire," she said as the scars appeared from under the layer of paint again.

"And you'll… you'll be my fire too, and my water, and my eyes, and… I don't even know!" he said, laughing as he felt around for the bucket. Before she could respond, he threw a handful of water at her face, before trying to rub the paint off with his bare hands.

Maybe this was something she could remember. Maybe this could be the story she could think off when she looked at his scars. The story of the 'dragonfire boy', and how he accidentally, or not so accidentally, made her win the race he should have won.

So she refused to be bothered by the scars as she threw water back at Hiccup, making the yellow paint on his forehead run in rivers over the scar tissue, before smearing black and red paint through it as well. He laughed, taking some of the blue paint from her face and smearing it on his own as well, before suddenly leaning in and rubbing his dirty face against hers, making them both laugh.

Yes, this would be a good story to remember. It wasn't very heroic, but it was very Hiccup-like. And Astrid would much rather have that than big battle scars.

* * *

><p><strong>So, I hope you liked it, and please leave feedback and suggestions with a PM or review! The next one-shot will probably be from Stoick's point of view after the battle on Dragon Island, so look out for that! Thanks for reading!<strong>


	3. Black Rain

**Hello everyone! I'm back with another one-shot! This one takes place just after Astrid left to bring the wounded Hiccup to Berk after the battle, and it's my first scene that isn't from Hiccup's or Astrid's point of view. But first, I'd like to thank all of you for your reviews and messages. They warm my heart, and it's amazing to see all your incredible support and creative ideas. Thank you.**

* * *

><p><span>Black Rain<span>

Stoick had never felt so incredibly tired. This had been the longest day he could remember, and he knew it was still far from over. He had an entire expedition to look after. The wounded would have to be treated, the ships had to be repaired, food would have to be rationed and shelter would have to be found.

But now, as he looked at the dark figure of the Nadder carrying his son he didn't want to think about any of that. He felt overwhelmed with thoughts and concerns. Stoick was already wondering if it was wise to trust Hiccup's life to the girl who maimed him, and her dragon. It was a weird thing to even think about. _Her_ dragon. A dragon that didn't attack them, that was even helping them. He put his faith in a being that, less than an hour before, had been his mortal enemy.

Simply because Astrid had said she trusted the beast.

Because Hiccup trusted the dragons.

A loud warble rang out, and Stoick turned his eyes away from the tiny dot in the sky to the Night Fury next to him. The… thing that he had bound and gagged earlier, that had looked at him with nothing but contempt and fury in its eyes. Stoick frowned when he saw something in those eyes he had never expected to see in the eyes of a dragon.

He saw concern. The dragon was staring at the Nadder, now disappearing into the dark clouds hanging overhead, while warbling sadly. It, _he_, looked like he wanted nothing more than to fly after his rider.

His friend?

Stoick wished he had asked Astrid what role this dragon played. All he knew was that Hiccup cared about this dragon. It had seemed an impossibility, back in the ring this morning when Hiccup had defended the beast. He had thought it was a betrayal. Some trick from Loki.

He thought he had made it clear to Hiccup that this was unacceptable. But then… then Hiccup had shown up, here! Right when Stoick thought they were all doomed Hiccup had distracted that monster dragon with the help of the other teenagers.

And now, here they were. Hiccup was wounded, probably dying, and his only chance was a ride on a Deadly Nadder, accompanied by a girl he had put in jail earlier that day. The fleet was burned, he could barely breathe because of the smoke, and there was a dragon next to him that looked like it was about to cry.

Stoick felt embarrassingly close to crying himself. But he knew Gobber was still standing next to him, and the Hoffersons were softly talking a few yards away. This was no moment to cry and wallow in self-pity. He had to lead his people to safety, as he had done for all these years.

But a small voice in his head wondered if he had led his village to safety today. It seemed like he had led them to their deaths, had Hiccup not intervened.

"Let's check on the men," he told Gobber, and started walking towards the beach where most of the villagers were located. He dreaded hearing the results of his folly, but he had to know.

Stoick walked towards Spitelout, who was talking to some Vikings. As soon as he saw his chief, Spitelout ended the conversation and turned to Stoick.

"How are the men? How many casualties?" Stoick asked, trying to sound professional and cold. Spitelout had seen enough weakness from him earlier. He needed to know Stoick was still able to lead.

Stoick tried his best not to think about the fact that Hiccup was among the wounded.

Maybe he was among the dead.

"Surprisingly few. Nobody died, thank Freya. There are many wounded, but nothing we can't treat here for now. Broken bones, some concussions, burns, that kind of stuff. Your boy came in just in time. If he and the others hadn't distracted the beast…"

Spitelout didn't finish the sentence, but Stoick knew what he meant. The dragon leader would have slaughtered them. They wouldn't have been treating wounds. They would have been building funeral ships. If there had even been anybody left to build them.

But they had survived, because of Hiccup and the other teenagers. And now his son was the only one seriously wounded.

"Good. Thank the gods for that. What about the ships? Anything we can salvage?" Stoick asked, hoping he could go home soon and make sure Hiccup was okay.

"We haven't really checked yet, but Yakbrain thinks there's enough unburned wood to build a new ship. Maybe two. That Fishlegs boy came to me earlier, and said he can use the dragons to carry wood back and forth. I told him to try what he can, but honestly I'm not sure if we can trust these… beasts," Spitelout said, and Stoick shook his head, trying not to think about the sight of the burning ships.

He had seen from the shore how Hiccup and Astrid tried to release the Night Fury from the chains it was wrapped up in, surrounded by fire. Stoick had been overwhelmed at first, unable to move from the shock of seeing his son leap into a maze of flames to save a dragon. But then the monster's tail had smashed the ship, and Hiccup had disappeared beneath the waves.

Somehow, in that moment he didn't care anymore that Hiccup had been trying to save a dragon. That he had disobeyed his orders. All he saw was his son in danger, so he ran as fast as he could. When he arrived Astrid had already saved the boy. He was alive. But he had cried out. Not for Stoick. Not even for his mother, like he had heard even the bravest warriors do when they were scared or hurt.

The boy had called out for Toothless. For the dragon. Somehow, that changed something in Stoick. For some reason, his boy was so desperate to know his dragon was safe that he had to do something.

So he saved a dragon.

And now he was standing here, surrounded by the remnants of the fleet, the evidence of his foolishness all around. And the Night Fury was lying in the dirt where he had left him, still warbling sadly and gazing at the sky.

"Stoick?" Spitelout asked, and he remembered he still had a village to lead.

"We can trust the dragons. At least the… trained ones, I think. H-Hiccup trusted them, and… they didn't betray him," he stammered as he looked back at the sad Night Fury, hoping no one noticed how shaky his voice sounded.

"Right, if you think they can help us, I trust you, Stoick," Spitelout said, and Stoick tried to smile to show his gratitude, but he didn't think it was a very convincing smile. Suddenly there was a flash, and moments later a loud clap of thunder rang out.

"I don't like these clouds. Rain and wind is coming, and we should find shelter soon. The wounded need to be kept dry and warm, and there's no use in trying to move driftwood in a raging storm," Gobber said, and Stoick nodded.

"You're right. We all need a bit of comfort and rest. Maybe we can move into the tunnels? Where the dragons lived? Is that safe?" he asked, trying not to show how exhausted he was. He could sleep when everyone was safe and dry.

"I think most of the dragons are gone, and besides, they don't seem to be so hostile anymore. Not since that… thing died. They are over there, watching us. Do you think they're afraid of us?" the blacksmith asked as he gestured to the hills a few hundred yards away, and Stoick shook his head as more lightning flashed.

"I think they simply don't want to fight anymore. And honestly, I'm tired of fighting too. Stay vigilant, but don't attack them unless they attack us. Now make the preparations to move the wounded. I'm going to check the beach, see if there is anyone left there," Stoick eventually said, and he turned around after Spitelout's nod, hoping for some time alone to think.

He had barely walked twenty paces when he heard someone running up behind him.

"Sir? Chief? H-How is Hiccup? Is he okay?" a nervous voice asked, and he turned around to see Snotlout just behind him, looking scared.

"Not well, Snotlout. He lost his leg," Stoick said, not in the mood for this conversation. He didn't want to think about Hiccup right now. He wanted to forget the image of Hiccup's skin falling off. He wanted to forget the scream Hiccup produced when he cut through what was left of the ankle.

"B-But… But he'll be okay, right? He won't… die, right?" Snotlout asked, and Stoick rubbed his forehead, trying to stop the headache coming up.

"I don't know. Astrid is taking him to Berk right now, and hopefully they'll arrive in time. Now if you'll excuse me, I have work to do," he said as he turned around again, hoping Snotlout would go back to his father now.

"B-But chief? I-I have something I h-have to confess," the boy said, and Stoick turned back to him, frowning. What was this about?

"I lied to you. Earlier, before the trial. When I said the blindness was Hiccup's own fault. It wasn't his fault. And it… it wasn't Astrid's fault either. I mean, s-she did swing the axe, but she didn't mean to do it! It was an accident, sir," Snotlout stammered, and Stoick wasn't sure what to say. He felt sick that he had believed the lie earlier. He had believed that it was Hiccup's fault. Why hadn't he doubted it? Why had he assumed this disaster had to be Hiccup's fault?

When had he stopped believing in his son?

More thunder roared, and Stoick wondered if Thor was angry at him. Before he could formulate a response, Snotlout spoke up again, though he didn't look up from his boots.

"And I'm sorry for hurting Hiccup. I'm just… I don't know what to do. I hit him all those times, and he couldn't defend himself, but now he's hurt and… I just feel so sorry. He still let me come on this mission, even after what I did to him and… now he's hurt and I'm okay, and I just feel so… sick," Snotlout stammered, and Stoick felt empty. Hiccup had told him that Snotlout picked on him. But he had never listened. Not really. He had just said Hiccup should fight back. He thought it wasn't that bad, just some wrestling and play-fighting like he did with Spitelout and Gobber when he was a kid.

But if Snotlout, a boy notorious for his inability to see his own faults, was feeling this guilty, then how bad had it been?

He had been blind and deaf. He hadn't listened to his son. He hadn't looked at him. Thinking back he remembered days when Hiccup came home, limping or clutching a bruised arm, and he just hadn't _seen_ it.

What had he done?

"I…" he started, not knowing what to say.

Toothless growled, and Stoick looked back to see the dragon glare at Snotlout. Had the Night Fury known? Had Hiccup trusted him more than he trusted his father?

Had the Night Fury listened more than him?

Stoick looked at the fury in the dragon's eyes, and he wanted to be angry at Snotlout too, he wanted to hit the boy for hurting his son. But the anger that had driven him for so long was gone, and all he felt was shame. Earlier today, just before the expedition left Berk, he had made a large sacrifice to Njord, asking him for a safe journey across the sea, and another sacrifice to Thor, asking him for strength and courage.

He should have turned to Odin instead, to ask for wisdom. He should have sacrificed to Baldr to ask for understanding and the ability to forgive and have mercy.

What was the point of anger and violence anymore? All the anger had simply lead to this day, with his son wounded and dying. Maybe it was time to start over and forgive.

Though Stoick didn't know if he could forgive himself.

"We will talk about this later, and then we will discuss your punishment. But for now, take care of the Night Fury. See if he's wounded, and try to get that metal off him. I've got work to do," Stoick eventually told Snotlout, hoping that if the boy could earn forgiveness from the dragon, maybe Hiccup could one day forgive him too.

"But… Yes chief," Snotlout said, clearly scared, but he slowly walked over to the growling Night Fury anyway. There was another bright flash, followed by a loud roar of thunder barely a second later. Moments later it started to rain. At first Stoick thought it was hail. But then he looked closer at the black drops falling on his arm, and he saw it was raining thick mud and ash. His breathing quickened as he looked at the ashes falling from the sky, wondering if the unusual rain was a message from the gods.

Stoick looked away from the Night Fury and Snotlout slowly approaching each other to look back at the beach, and his hand instinctively went to his war hammer when he saw dragons flying over the villagers.

It was only when he saw that there were people riding the dragons that he released the hammer's handle. His jaw dropped when he saw the Thorston twins direct their Zippleback to grab a piece of driftwood from the ocean and drop it on a large pile on the beach, while Fishlegs used his Gronkle to push the least damaged ship closer to shore.

Vikings riding dragons. Dragons helping Vikings. Dragons and Vikings, working together to collect wood and repair the ships. Stoick never thought he'd see this day. Was this a sign of a new world? Could Hiccup have been right that the dragons had just been defending themselves? Was the war caused by the monster Hiccup had slain?

The rain became thicker, but Stoick barely noticed, overwhelmed by the sight before him. He felt scared, confused, light-headed, ashamed. But somewhere deep within, he felt something he hadn't felt in a long time.

Hope.

Maybe there was hope for peace. There was hope for friendship. Hope for an end to fighting and war.

Maybe that's what Hiccup had been talking about this afternoon. Hiccup had seen this, somehow. But Stoick had been deaf to his words. He had denounced him, called him a traitor and a liar. He had pushed his son so far away Hiccup had to kill a giant dragon to make him listen.

And now Stoick wanted nothing more than to listen, but Hiccup wasn't here anymore. He wished Hiccup could see this. See that Vikings and dragons were working together.

Then it hit him, and Stoick stumbled, nearly slipping in the muddy ground.

Hiccup would never see this. Even if he survived, he wouldn't see it. He was blind. His son was blind. He had known that, but he only _realized_ it now.

With the last of his power, Stoick stumbled over a nearby hill, trying to get as far away from the other villagers as possible before he'd break down in front of them.

Hiccup was blind. Forever. And he hadn't… done anything about it. He had organized a trial, he had tried to punish those responsible, but he hadn't taken care of his son. He hadn't thought about what he needed, what he'd been through. Why hadn't he realized it?

"You okay?" a voice asked, and Stoick looked up to see Gobber next to him, patting his shoulder. Stoick wanted to say he was fine, that there was nothing wrong. He wanted to play the stoic chief he'd played for so long. But he couldn't do it anymore. That chief was gone for a moment, and all that was left was the father whose world had just collapsed.

So he just shook his head, unable to keep up the facade anymore.

"Hiccup will be fine, Stoick. I know you might not believe it, but Astrid cares about him. She'll do anything she can to help him," Gobber said, and Stoick shook his head more. It was about more than that!

"He won't be fine, Gobber! He's blind! And now he's lost his leg as well, and… I just don't know what to do anymore! I thought I knew what was best for him! But now… I'm a terrible father. I messed everything up, and I don't know how to fix it," he admitted, hoping Gobber would understand.

The blacksmith sighed deeply. "I'll admit you haven't been the best dad in Berk. But… I think you can still fix things. Yes, Hiccup is blind and crippled, but he is not useless, Stoick. Remember that. He's going to need help. A lot of help. It's going to be difficult, he's going to be angry, you're going to be angry, and I'll probably have to make you two talk to each other a lot. But I think it can be done, if you're willing to put in the effort," Gobber said, and Stoick nodded as fiercely as he could, thankful that no one was around to see him brought down to this.

"But… But how do I tell him that I'm sorry and that I want things to be better? I don't know how to speak to Hiccup. I don't know what words to use to ask for forgiveness! When I see him again, what do I say?" he desperately asked, not caring anymore about his image as the all-knowing chief.

Gobber chuckled before shaking his head. "That's where you're going wrong, Stoick. Both you Hiccup are both too busy thinking about what to say to listen. When you see him, when you're alone with him again, don't talk. Listen to him. Listen to what he has to say. Encourage him to talk to you. And then, when you understand why he did what he did and why he feels what he feels, you'll figure out what to say in return."

Stoick thought about it for a while. At first he thought it was stupid advice. He had to apologize to Hiccup! He had to tell him how sorry he was, and what he would do to make things better. But slowly, he saw that maybe Gobber was right. He hadn't listened to Hiccup. He hadn't listened when Hiccup didn't want to go to dragon training. He hadn't listened to him when he shot down the Night Fury.

He hadn't listened in a long time. He hadn't talked to him. He'd talked _at_ him. He had dismissed all of Hiccup's rambling arguments as unimportant. But maybe if he listened to what he had to say, he could figure out where it had all gone wrong.

"I will. I'll listen to him. I won't ignore him anymore, I'll pay attention to the things he's interested in, and… I'll ask him how I can help him, what I can do to support him," he slowly said, and Gobber patted his shoulder again.

"You better. That's what Hiccup wanted, you know? I know he seemed rebellious and annoying, but he just wanted you to be proud of him. He knew he isn't the strongest, so he build those crazy machines, drew all those designs, made those elaborate plans. All to impress you," Gobber explained, and Stoick felt even blinder. He hadn't seen that. He had thought Hiccup was just being stupid, and he had yelled at him for it, said he was disappointed, or worse.

"I'm proud of him now. I'm proud that he fought for what he believed him, that he went into danger even though he's… blind, and that he defeated that monster. And… And I'll ask him to show me those drawings, and I'll look. I'll really look at them, and I'll be proud of him for that too," he promised, and it felt like a bit of weight had fallen from his shoulders, even though his clothes grew heavier with the increasingly thick black rain.

"Just don't forget it, Stoick. You've forgotten about Hiccup for too long. That kid needs his dad. He's going to need many things. He needs Astrid, and I think that in a way, Astrid needs him too. I think he needs that Night Fury as well. But most of all, he needs his father. Not his chief. He needs his father," Gobber said.

"I won't. And if I do forget, remind me, okay?" Stoick said, and they both smiled. They sat in comfortable silence for a while as the rain continued to fall, covering everything in cold black ashes.

"Stoick! We're moving into the tunnels! The rain's too hard!" Spitelout shouted, and Stoick looked around to see the lieutenant walk towards them, and behind him the villagers were walking towards the mountain. Stoick's throat became thick when he saw several dragons, including wild ones, holding their wings over the wounded, shielding them from the rain.

"You go ahead. I'll catch up in a minute. I'll just check the area," he said, trying his best not to start crying in front of his right-hand man.

Spitelout and Gobber, probably seeing right through the excuse, nodded and walked towards the mountain, leaving Stoick behind to gaze at the procession of Vikings and dragons.

When he was sure the others were far enough away that they couldn't see it, Stoick finally let his tears fall. At first he felt ashamed of it. He was Stoick the Vast, he didn't cry. He hadn't cried since Valka was taken by the dragons. The realization only made him cry harder. Valka had told him. She had believed that peace was possible, she had said they didn't have to fight the dragons, and he hadn't listened. Then she disappeared, and he tried to forget her words, her optimism, and he turned his grief into pointless anger against the dragons.

But he saw now that she hadn't fully disappeared. She lived on in Hiccup, and he had proved she had been right all along. Stoick wished more than ever that she was here again. He wished he could see her one more time. He'd tell her he was so sorry. He'd tell her she was right. He'd tell her about Hiccup, how he was the smartest and bravest kid on Berk. He wished he could ask her how to help Hiccup with his blindness. She had always been smarter than him, maybe if she had been there none if this would have happened.

Stoick wasn't sure how long he sat in the mud, crying for his lost love and wounded son, but by the time the tears stopped the rain was lessening as well. Slowly he stood up, feeling lighter and calmer than he had in years, like the anger and stress had been washed away by the black rain, and he felt hopeful for the future.

Valka might have been taken by a dragon, but another dragon had given him his son back. The fighting was over, and the skies were clearing. A new day was dawning. Hiccup might be wounded, blind, and crippled. But they'd overcome that. He'd mend their bond and guide his son, and let Hiccup guide him in return.

The hope gave him strength, and he started walking towards the tunnels where Vikings and dragons were sheltering together for the first time in history.

And before Stoick slipped back into the role of stoic chief, he silently promised Valka he wouldn't let their son get hurt again. He'd help and protect him.

Even if it killed him.

* * *

><p><strong>I hope you liked it! If you want, you can share your thoughts in a PM or review. And if you have any ideas for blind spots, please, please, please share them with me. No matter how stupid or silly they might sound, no matter how raw or detailed, I'm open to anything. Of course, I can't guarantee I will use them, I have a massive backlog of plots already, but I do consider all of them, and often they give me ideas or concepts I hadn't even thought of before! So don't be shy! I won't bite! Thanks for reading, and thanks in advance for all your suggestions!<strong>


	4. Fighting and Hiding

**Hey awesome readers! Here's the fourth Blind Spot. I don't think I have anything to say apart from thanks for all your lovely reviews and messages! They warm my heart!**

* * *

><p><span>Fighting and Hiding<span>

The day had started out the same as most other days. Hiccup had gone through his normal morning routine: Be woken by Toothless, get up, dress, put blindfold on, put boots on, play with Toothless, fail to find sketchbook at usual location, try to teach Toothless that he shouldn't knock things off the desk during playtime, crawl around bedroom to find where the sketchbook had gone _this time_, go downstairs.

From there it had changed. Breakfast went as usual, but afterward Stoick asked him to stay at the table for a moment.

Bewildered, Hiccup had remained seated, wondering what he had done wrong and preparing himself for a lecture.

"Son, I spoke to Trader Johann yesterday before he left, and he showed me something he saw blind people use in the south. In fact, he had a whole story about how he acquired the item from a blind seer after he saved his life or something, you know how he is. Anyway, I bought it from him, and I wanted to give it to you, to… uhm… help you on your way," Stoick explained, and Hiccup frowned. What kind of item would it be?

"Okay… thanks dad! Can I have it?" he asked, holding out his hands. A long object was placed in his hands, and Hiccup examined it. Cold to the touch, so likely metallic. Probably iron, judging by the texture and weight. Very thin and about four feet long, shaped almost like a spear, only without a sharp tip. Hiccup was getting more and more curious, searching for a button, small feature, anything that would differentiate the object from the countless iron bars they had in the forge.

He found nothing.

"Uh, what is it, exactly?" Hiccup asked, trying not to feel hurt about the seemingly useless gift.

"It's a stick to help you feel the ground in front of you! Johann showed it to me!" Stoick said before roughly pulling Hiccup to his feet and putting the end of the bar in his right hand.

"Look, you just swing it in front of you like this," his dad explained as he moved Hiccup's hand, making the other end of the stick bounce on the floor in front of him. "That way you can feel if there's a rock or stairs or something in front of you!" Stoick continued, clearly enthusiastic about the tool.

Hiccup resisted the urge to frown. His dad was trying very hard to find ways to help him with the blindness. But not all of his ideas were smart. Hiccup gritted his teeth when he remembered the rope Stoick had used to tie him to Toothless one day, so '_he __wouldn't get separated or lost__,__'_. That had gone well until Toothless had chased after a Terrible Terror, taking Hiccup with him. He had been dragged over the rough forest ground for a few dozen yards before Toothless realized what he'd done.

This stick or cane seemed like a lot of hassle for little reward. Hiccup couldn't help but wonder if Trader Johann had made the story up in order to sell a worthless iron bar for a lot of money. But he didn't want to crush his dad's good mood. And it couldn't hurt, right?

So he just smiled. "Thanks dad! I'll try it out today," he said, thinking he'd probably throw it out once he got to the forge, and tell his dad later it wasn't a helpful tool.

"Good lad! I hope it makes you stumble less! I'll see you tonight," Stoick said as he left the house, and Hiccup resisted the urge to make the overused _"I won't see you,"_ joke. His dad never appreciated those.

Toothless nudged his arm, and Hiccup scratched his head. "Sorry bud, we don't have time for a flight right now. I've got to help Gobber in the forge. But we'll go this afternoon, I promise," he said as he grabbed the dragon's head and pulled it towards him for a quick hug.

Grumbling, Toothless moved away from his embrace and ran back upstairs, probably hoping to get some more sleep. Grabbing the cane, Hiccup walked out the door, figuring he might as well try out the gift.

* * *

><p>By the time Hiccup got back to the house after a long day of sharpening swords and fetching supplies for the forge, he had completely changed his mind about the cane. It was awesome. It had taken a while to get used to moving it and interpreting the signals it gave him, but it was worth it. He could finally feel the ground in front of him before moving his feet there, and for the first time since he lost his eyes he hadn't stumbled or tripped once when walking through the village.<p>

"Toothless! Wanna go for a flight?" he yelled into the house, sniggering when a moment later the sounds of a large dragon trying to reach the door as quickly as possible rang out.

"Hey bud! How's it going? Did you have a good nap?" he asked the Night Fury just before it pounced him, almost making him fall over. Laughing hard, he scratched Toothless' head with the hand not holding the cane.

"You're in a good mood," Astrid's voice suddenly said, and Hiccup jumped, not expecting her. But he was too cheerful to let the surprise bother him.

"It's a good day! Dad gave me an awesome gift!" he told Astrid, turning the cane towards her, careful not to hit her with it.

"A metal rod? Why are you so happy about that?" she asked, and Hiccup could hear the confusion in her voice.

"Because it helps me walk. Wanna walk to the cove with me? I'll show you," he said, and Toothless warbled happily.

"Okay. And can we go for a flight later?" Astrid asked, as she grabbed his arm as usual.

"I'd love to! But you don't have to grab my arm, Astrid. Look at this!" he said as he shrugged her arm off and started walking, tapping the cane on the ground in front of him.

Astrid didn't say anything, so Hiccup figured she didn't really understand what it meant.

"See? Now I can all but see the ground in front of me! Now you don't need to hold my hand every time we're out! I don't need you when I go out of the house anymore! Don't you understand, Astrid?! I can go by myself! I don't need you anymore!" he exclaimed as he kept walking, barely able to contain his excitement.

"But…" the tone of Astrid's voice shook him from his happy thoughts. She sounded… confused. "But I thought… I thought that you liked me walking with you," she said in a hurt voice, and he turned towards her, hoping he could explain.

"I do! But not always! I mean, today was awesome! It was the best day since I lost my leg! I didn't fall once, Astrid!" he said as he reached out and tried to grab her hand.

"But you don't fall when I'm with you either! I always catch you!" she said loudly, pulling her hand back, and Hiccup felt a surge of annoyance.

"Yeah, but you're not always with me!" he told her, his tone harsher than he intended.

"I could be! I should be! That stupid stick isn't going to tell you if there's something dangerous near you! It can't protect you!" she said, and Hiccup felt more and more angry. Why couldn't she be happy for him? Toothless whined and nudged his hand, but he ignored the dragon.

"Well, I don't always want you with me, Astrid! If I'm in calm places like the forest I don't need you to guide me! And I can take care of myself," he said as his hand clenched tighter around the cane.

"No you can't! You can't fight, you can't see things coming! And is that all I am to you? Something you need?! Someone to hold your hand and tell you where obstacles are?!" Astrid shouted angrily, and it only fueled his own anger. Didn't she trust him? A small voice in the back of his head told him he should calm down, that he should think about what he was saying, but he ignored it.

"I'm not useless! And no, I don't need you! I can walk by myself! I _want_ to walk by myself! This cane is better at guiding me than you ever were! At least it doesn't treat me like a baby!" he shouted as hard as he could. The little voice told him he should stop talking, but he shut it down.

"Maybe because you act like a baby, needing everyone to help you and pick things up for you! Just take your stupid stick, 'cause I'm done, Haddock! And when you get killed by an Outcast, don't come crying to me!" Astrid screamed, and Hiccup almost apologized when he thought he heard tears in her voice. But his anger was too great, still reeling from her insults. Before he could come up with something to say he heard her running away. He reached out with his cane, but he felt nothing but air. Another bout of fury flared up when he realized she was gone.

"Says the one who threw dragon fire in my face!" he yelled after her. Toothless crooned sadly and licked his hand, and suddenly the anger streamed away.

"Shit," he muttered. He shouldn't have said that last one. She had apologized for that, and he had forgiven her. That was in the past.

But what about the other things? Hiccup wasn't sure where the truth ended and the spiteful lie began. And what about the things she said? He took a deep breath before turning back towards Toothless.

"Come on, bud. Let's go to the cove and fly a bit there," he told the dragon, but he wasn't looking forward to it anymore. He tapped the cane in front of him as he moved through the forest, not wanting to think about the fact that he missed the feeling of scarred hands on his arm.

* * *

><p>"That stupid boy!" Astrid shouted as she threw her axe into the target once again. "Thinking he's so great, thinking that just because he's got a stupid stick he can do anything!" she continued to rant, not caring that her father was right next to her.<p>

"Is that what he said?" Tolfdir asked. Astrid glared at him as she walked to the other end of the arena to retrieve the axe. Why was he so calm about this? Her father used to hate Hiccup. He used to complain about his 'stupid machines' every day. After the Red Death he had changed his mind, and she was happy about that.

But now it just annoyed her. Why couldn't he just let her rant about Hiccup? Since when did he pick his side over hers? He was even worse than her mother, who kept telling her to '_just talk to Hiccup, and it'll be fine!'._ Astrid had agreed to train with her father today to get away from her, but now she was just getting angrier.

"He said that he didn't need me anymore, that he could walk by himself now. And he was so… smug about it! Like he didn't care about me at all!" she said through gritted teeth, before throwing the axe again. Bulls-eye.

"What do you mean, smug?" Tolfdir asked in that way too calm tone of his, before throwing his axe right next to hers.

"He was saying it was the best thing that ever happened to him! And he was all 'Oh, this stick makes me stumble less than you do, even though you never make me stumble! It's the most amazing thing ever and I love it so much!'" she said, trying to imitate Hiccup's nasal voice as she pulled her axe out of the wooden target.

"So he's happy. Why aren't you happy for him?" her father asked as he walked past her to pull his own axe out of the target.

"Because… Because he was never that happy with me! He was just… he was praising that stick, and he just… I helped him for months with everything, and he never thanked me for that. And then he gets this stick and I'm discarded like a rusty weapon," she slowly said, trying to regain control over her anger. She just felt… used.

They hadn't talked or interacted for two full days now, and she suddenly realized how much time she normally spent with him. She walked with him when he needed something from the market, helped him in the forge, accompanied him on visits to the cove. And she had never minded that. She was happy to help, because Hiccup always seemed so happy when she was near. But now she couldn't stop wondering whether he was really happy. She wondered whether she was just a convenient chaperone, to be thrown away when he got a better one.

"He would never discard you, Astrid. The boy's crazy about you. Have you asked him why he likes that cane so much?" Tolfdir calmly asked as he walked back with his axe over his shoulder.

"He said it makes him stumble less. And that I can't always be with him. And that he doesn't even always want me with him!" she exclaimed, throwing her axe into the target again.

"Astrid. Imagine I'm an enemy. You just threw your axe into an attacker, but I'm charging. What do you do?" Tolfdir said, and before she could formulate a response he charged at her, his axe held high above his head. Without thinking she reached down to grab her dagger from her boot and used it to block his attack. The moment the blades connected her father pulled away, and she wondered what the point of that training exercise was. Weren't they talking about Hiccup?

"Good. You use your spare weapon. You should always have a spare weapon. And sometimes, your spare weapon is even better for some things than your favorite one," Tolfdir said as he pulled his own small knife out. As he finished talking, he threw the knife at the target, hitting it perfectly in the middle, far better than he had done with his axe earlier.

Astrid frowned, not understanding what her father was trying to tell her.

"Don't you think Hiccup feels happy and safe that he has a spare weapon now? With that cane he's not dependent on you anymore. Maybe in some ways it helps him even more than you do. But I seriously doubt it's his main weapon. Just like you can't always rely on your favorite axe, Hiccup can't always rely on you to accompany him," Tolfdir continued, and some of her anger disappeared. But it didn't excuse what he had said.

"But he didn't even want me to accompany him. I'm not his favorite 'weapon' anymore," she said as she looked at her dagger that Hiccup had made with her help. The memory hurt.

For the first time that day, her father didn't look calm anymore. He sighed deeply, looking tired.

"Astrid. Put yourself in his shoes," he started, and Astrid resisted to urge to correct him by telling him Hiccup only had one shoe. Gods, she was spending way too much time with him, his sarcasm was starting to rub off on her.

"Imagine that for some reason, Hiccup would always have to accompany you. Everywhere you go. Everyday, every time you step out of the house. No matter how mundane the task. You need to buy something? Hiccup has to come. You want to visit a friend? Hiccup has to come. You need to take a bath? Hiccup has to come. You want to train by yourself in the forest? Bad luck, Hiccup has to accompany you. Wouldn't you hate that, no matter how much you like him?" he lectured, and she recognized the stern tone. The tone he always used when he tried to teach her something important. That tone that commanded respect and obedience.

"Probably," she said through gritted teeth, seeing where he was going with this.

"That's how Hiccup feels. Hiccup craves freedom, I can see it. But he's shackled, defenseless against his own disability. Imagine if I took your axe from you. Wouldn't you be happy if you get any weapon back, even if it's not your favorite axe? There are so many things he cannot do anymore. He's just happy he got some capability back," Tolfdir said, and Astrid's anger started to lessen. Maybe she had been too harsh on him. He was so hurt, so disabled, that she couldn't even begin to imagine what his world looked like. Maybe that cane meant something different to him than she had thought.

She remembered when they had made that dagger. She had been so happy with it, she had run straight home to show it to her mother._ "Look at what Hiccup made for me!" _she had called out to her. In hindsight it was embarrassing, but at the time she had just been so happy about the stupid dagger. She had told herself she would use it every day, but now she only used her trusty axe again. Maybe Hiccup had felt the same way about his cane, and she had overreacted.

"So, Astrid. What will you do to help your fellow soldier? Will you help him train with all of his weapons, or will you leave him alone to fight with a puny dagger?" Tolfdir asked as he threw his axe right next to his knife in the target.

* * *

><p>Loud clanging rang out from the forge, but Hiccup didn't care that he was hitting the metal way harder than necessary. He didn't care that he needed Gobber's help to smith now. He really didn't care that he'd much rather have Astrid help him. Astrid made it pretty clear she didn't care about his happiness.<p>

He didn't care about her at all.

Maybe if he told himself that often enough, he'd believe it.

It was stupid, but he had thought Astrid was different. That Astrid wouldn't think he was useless. Astrid was the one who had stood by him through the worst times. But to hear her tell him he couldn't do things by himself hurt. It hurt more than anything.

He still regretted some of the things he said. But he had been so angry and hurt he hadn't stopped to think about what to say. And now she was gone, and he had screwed everything up.

So all he could do was vent his frustrations on metal, so he hit the iron plate again, as hard as he could.

"You know, you don't have to hit it that hard, Hiccup," Gobber said, and Hiccup briefly paused his hammering to sigh.

"I know that," he answered, before smashing the iron again just as hard as before.

Gobber sighed loudly, before putting his hand on Hiccup's shoulder.

"Why don't you get out of here and find Astrid? I can see you miss her," Gobber said, and Hiccup lowered the hammer.

"I don't want to talk to her. And I'm sure she doesn't want to talk to me either," he said as he forced himself to calm down, using his dragonhide glove to feel the iron he was shaping.

"Dragoncrap. You're both miserable, and you should go and find her, because you two are making everyone else miserable as well with your moping," Gobber said, and Hiccup resisted the urge to start shouting. That's what got him into this mess.

"I don't need her," he said, trying to make himself believe it. It was true, strictly speaking. He could get basic tasks done by himself or with his dad's help. With his new cane and Toothless by his side he could find his way through the village without falling too much.

But it all felt… empty. He kept trying to turn to her, trying to tell her a joke or an idea for an invention, before remembering she wasn't there. It was true he didn't need her to survive. But he did need her for… fun things. To laugh and share things with. Things he couldn't share with Gobber or Stoick. Or even the dark things. Those moments when he felt scared and alone, when only Astrid could comfort him. What if she wouldn't want to hold him and talk him through them anymore?

"Maybe you don't need her. But you do want to be with her. So go out and do that!" Gobber said, clearly frustrated. Hiccup just shook his head as he turned the piece of metal around with his glove. The iron was misshapen and useless because of all his hammering.

"I don't want to be with her if she's just going to baby me. And she apparently doesn't trust me to do things by myself. She said she should be with me every time I go out! I don't want that! I mean, I do, but…" Hiccup put the hammer down and just buried his face in his hands for a moment.

"I want to _not need_ her. I just want to be able to do things by myself. And I want her to walk with me or help me, not because I need it, but because we both want each others company," he eventually said.

Gobber softly patted his shoulder. "I'm sure she wants that too. But… But I think she's scared. Don't tell her I told you this, but when you were unconscious after you lost your leg, Astrid sat beside you all the time. For weeks, she sat there every day. And she didn't want to admit it, but I know she was scared. She was terrified you were going to die. She wouldn't even let any of us feed you, afraid that one of us would do it wrong and you'd choke. So maybe she isn't really jealous, Hiccup. She's just scared that something's going to happen to you and she won't be there to stop it," the blacksmith said.

Hiccup put his hands on the anvil, considering Gobber's words. He hadn't thought of it like that. It was hard to think of Astrid as scared. Now he felt bad for saying all those things to her. Maybe… Maybe he should have asked her why she didn't like the cane. Maybe he shouldn't be so angry at her for looking out for him. Maybe he should have explained why the cane helped so much.

Maybe he should find her and apologize.

"Do you know where Astrid is now?" Hiccup asked as he threw the ruined piece of metal he was working on in the pile of scrap. Gobber laughed, before slapping his back very hard, making him fall over the anvil.

"Good lad! I think I saw her going to the arena earlier with Tolfdir. You'll probably find her there," Gobber said, and before he finished his sentence Hiccup was already out of the door, calling for Toothless to join him.

* * *

><p>Astrid was just taking a break in her training when the sound reached her ears. She looked up from the dagger she was studying to gaze around the meadow, trying to figure out where the sound came from. It sounded like several men were walking through the forest in her direction, judging by the amounts of snapping branches and rustling leafs she could hear.<p>

Slowly, she stood up and prepared herself to throw the dagger at the first enemy she'd see. Astrid cursed herself for going into the forest alone, but she had needed some time alone to think about her father's words. She had decided that she would go to Hiccup this evening and apologize.

But now, as the sounds came closer, she wondered if she'd ever see him again.

A shadow appeared between the trees on the other side of the meadow, and Astrid clenched the dagger tighter.

Suddenly the shadow jumped out faster than she expected. It pounced her, knocking the dagger out of her hand before… licking her?

"Wait up, Toothless! Where did you go?" Astrid recognized the nasal voice, and realized that it was Toothless who was licking her face. She pushed the dragon away and stood up just in time to see Hiccup walk into the meadow, his cane tapping the ground in front of him.

"Hiccup? What are you doing here?" she asked as she scanned for other enemies, adrenaline still flowing through her veins.

Hiccup jumped and nearly stumbled, but Toothless caught him in time, pushing him back to his feet.

"Astrid! I-I thought you were at the arena! I mean… I was just…" Hiccup looked extremely flustered, but before she could say anything he walked towards her before holding out a bundle of flowers.

Astrid's first thought when she saw the bouquet was that it was an insult. It was the ugliest bunch of flowers she had ever seen. Half of them looked dead, petals all black and brittle. The rest was a horrific mix of bright orange flowers which clashed horribly with some purple berries included in the bundle. She saw grass and… were those nettles?

She was so stumped by the bouquet she was stunned into silence, and Hiccup began to talk again.

"I know you don't like flowers, but I wanted to give you something, and I couldn't make anything in the forge without your help, so I went here to pick flowers. I-I wasn't expecting to run into you, I was going to ask your mom what flowers you'd like, and then find you at the arena, but now you're here, and I might as well give them to you, and I hope you like them even though I'm not sure if they're pretty or not, since Toothless can't really tell me, and…"

Hiccup rambled on, his face bright red, and Astrid's irritation disappeared. Sure, the flowers were ugly, but the whole thing was just so… Hiccup she couldn't help but smile.

"They're great," she said as she took the flowers from him, careful not to touch the nettles. She'd probably throw them away later, but she appreciated the thought. At least her mother hadn't seen them, she'd never hear the end of it.

Hiccup smiled, but immediately used his free hand to scratch his hair, something she recognized as a sign he was nervous.

"I'm… I'm sorry for yelling at you. And for saying those bad things," he said, bowing his head to the ground.

"I'm sorry too. And I shouldn't have walked out on you," Astrid said, before pulling him into a hug. At first he was stiff, but after a second he relaxed in her arms.

"Can we talk about it?" he asked, his voice soft and nervous. She just smiled and pulled out of the hug before grabbing his hand.

"I was just about to ask," she said as she led him to a nearby log and sat him down. He still had the cane in his left hand, but didn't use it.

"Why were you so happy with the cane?" Astrid asked as she sat down next to him.

Hiccup took a deep breath, clearly thinking of how to say it. Toothless laid down in front of them, putting his head on Hiccup's lap.

"Do you know that feeling when you climb stairs, and you think there's another step at the top? But there isn't, you're already at the top, and you step on nothing but air? Or when you walk down some stairs and you step on the ground, expecting another step? That weird feeling in your stomach, when you need a second to catch your balance?" he eventually said, clearly thinking hard about every word.

"Yeah," Astrid, remembering a time when she fell at the doors of the Great Hall because of that feeling. She hated that.

"That's… That's what I feel every day. Every time there's a small step, a rock, a slightly higher or lower road tile than I'm expecting, I feel that. Because I can't see the ground, and the fake leg isn't helping either. I feel it even when you or Toothless or someone else helps me. It's something you can't help me with. The difference in height is too small for you to even consciously notice," Hiccup explained as he softly tapped the ground in front of him with the cane, narrowly missing Toothless.

"But… But when I got the cane, I could feel that. Astrid, I could _feel_ the height of the ground in front of me! And that day… That was the first day in a long time I didn't feel that stupid feeling. That's why I was so happy. It was such a relief, and… and I thought you'd be happy for me too," he continued, his voice becoming softer near the end.

Astrid felt horrible that she had been so angry at him, that she had been so jealous of the cane.

"I… I thought you wanted to replace me. I thought that… that I was just a convenient chaperone, but that you'd rather have the cane than me," she admitted, grabbing his hand and squeezing it.

"No! No, I would never want you to… I know I said some bad things, and I'm sorry for that. I didn't mean them. Not really. What I meant was…" Hiccup exclaimed, turning towards her.

"It was… I just… I felt capable. I felt so damn strong for once. I hadn't stumbled all day, and then… Then you said I… I couldn't have that. Or at least, that's what it sounded like to me. It felt like you were trying to force me back into a… a cage or something. It's just… I want you beside me, really, I do! I just… I don't want it to be because you have to help me. I just… I want to walk _with_ you, not because of you!" he said loudly, and Astrid didn't know if she wanted to laugh or cry. How could she have been angry at him? How could she have doubted him?

"I didn't mean to do that, Hiccup. I just… I'm just nervous about you. Remember that time just before you showed me Toothless? You nearly walked off a cliff. You would have died there if I hadn't been there to pull you back! And the last time you… left me behind… you lost your leg. I'm just afraid that you go out and… fall or get hurt or kidnapped or something, and no one's there to help you," she slowly said, squeezing his hand a little harder.

"But couldn't those things happen to you as well? You could fall and break your leg when training in the forest? Outcasts could attack you as well. So should I always be with you as well?" he asked, and she frowned. She wasn't as defenseless as him!

"But if I break my leg, I still have my other one. And I've got my axe to fight off Outcasts. You can't defend yourself," she said, and he sighed.

"Can't I? I was thinking earlier that maybe I can modify this cane. Maybe add a hidden blade or something. I could press a button and it would become a spear or a sword. That would surprise an attacker long enough for me to have a fighting chance, even if I can't see them," he said, tapping the cane on the ground again. Toothless lifted his head from Hiccup's lap to look at the cane, softly batting at it a moment later.

Astrid had her doubts about this plan, honestly. But maybe she should let Hiccup show her his plans first. Maybe they could make it together. And then they could train together.

"Maybe when we get back we can talk more about it, and I'd be happy to give you some combat training," she said, before leaning in a little closer.

"But I think you said before that we'd go riding on Toothless together. So shall we do that first?" she asked him, and Toothless made a happy warble. Hiccup just smiled as he stood up from the log.

"So we're good?" he asked, uncertainty still lingering in his voice.

"We're good," Astrid said, before swiftly kissing him. When she pulled away he had that stupid grin on his face he always had after a kiss, and she knew they were good. She grabbed his hand, and they started walking towards the cove, Hiccup tapping the ground in front of him.

* * *

><p><strong>I hope you liked it! <strong>

**I'd like to thank Shockeye7665 for the idea of a hidden weapon in Hiccup's cane, and an anonymous Guest for the idea of making Hiccup and Astrid fight over the cane. If any of you have any suggestions, you can always leave a review or send me a PM. I read and consider everything!**


	5. Dark Days, Bright Nights

**It's Valentine's Day (barely, for about another hour here, but still) so I figured I'd write something exploring the more intimate and private moments of Hiccup and Astrid's relationship. Not in that way, that'll come later and in it's own M-rated story, but something else. You know what, just read it. It's not as fluffy and romantic as you might expect from a Valentine's Day entry, but it is essentially about love and taking care of each other, and isn't that what it's all about?**

* * *

><p><span>Dark Days, Bright Nights<span>

Hiccup didn't run anymore.

Astrid sometimes forgot that. He was so energetic and happy it would slip her mind that he had to tap his cane for every step, had to balance his metal leg on the ground that was often so slippery in Berk. So sometimes she runs ahead, only to look around to see him desperately try to keep up, even his fastest speed barely more than her normal walking pace.

She didn't mind it. Hiccup can't keep up with her speed, so she slows down. She'll walk back and grab his hand, and they'll take it slow. They've got time.

He still has loads of energy, though. Astrid sometimes feels like the slower he's forced to walk, the faster his mind works. That's one thing she can never keep up with. He's so damn bright that often she barely understands what he's saying.

Thankfully he's always willing to slow down his mental pace, grab her hand and explain things in a clearer way. Still, she can see that, even while he's explaining one thing, part of his brain is already thinking about another problem.

His mind creates some incredible things too. Every day he has new ideas to help the Berkians. Machines to make work easier, new designs for ships and fishing nets, one time he even figured out a way to calculate the length of a slanted roof from the height and width of the house. While physically he's barely able to participate in many of the exercises of the Dragon Academy he leads, mentally he's the most productive Viking on the island. It seemed like losing the ability to see the world as it is gave him the clarity to envision the world as it _could be_.

Every Thorsday the village council would meet up in the Great Hall to discuss all current issues and problems. Food stocks were counted, judicial disputes and arguments were resolved, and trade agreements were evaluated. It often took all day, and traditionally the middle of the meeting, around lunchtime, was marked by the 'open floor'. During 'open floor' all Vikings, not just the ten council members, could offer suggestions, make pleas or speeches, or bring up a topic for discussion.

These days, 'open floor' had an unofficial starting part: Hiccup presenting his latest invention. While most villagers rarely participated, usually only raising an issue once every few months, Hiccup and she would appear every time to show what they build this week to help Berk.

It wasn't always appreciated. Some people grumbled about it, complaining that Stoick gave his son too much speaking time. Hiccup never seemed to care, remaining cheerful and optimistic even in the face of bad jokes about his blindness or thinly veiled contempt from the more conservative members of the council.

Like today. They were walking into the Great Hall, Astrid carrying the two model cranes they had made together the day before. 'Open floor' was about to begin, and the crowd parted to let them through, not in the mood to argue with them going first.

Astrid carefully placed the cranes on the central table, putting a few weights next to them, while Hiccup prepared to speak.

"Hello everyone! I noticed that the harbor crane is getting a bit old, so I designed a new one that can bear much more weight and is easier to use. This one…" Hiccup moved his hands to the models on the table, examining them.

"No wait, this one. Sorry!" he said as he moved his hands to the other model, a blush appearing on his face.

"This one is a model of our current crane. It can carry reasonable loads, enough to unload fishing boats, but when we try to lift too much..." Hiccup said as Astrid hooked one of the weights to the hook dangling from the crane's arm. When it was connected, she patted his shoulder, the signal that they had practiced, and Hiccup used his nimble fingers to turn the small wheel at the base of the crane to lift the rope. Astrid looked at the council members observing the crane straining to lift the load. Some of them looked bored, while others, notably the fishermen and traders, looked interested.

For a moment it seemed like the rope would hold, but when the weight was lifted about halfway up there was a loud crack, followed by the arm of the crane breaking off and crashing to the tabletop.

"Now imagine if there had been people under there…" Hiccup said ominously as Astrid connected an even heavier load to the other tiny crane. This one was much more complicated, using pulleys, levers and gears to make the load much easier to lift. Astrid had laughed when Hiccup told her tying the rope around a wheel would make something seem lighter. It sounded ridiculous, it still weighed the same, didn't it? But then he'd built a pulley, and she had marveled at the ability to lift a whole box of rocks without breaking a sweat.

"Now my new crane..." Hiccup said as he gestured at the other model, nearly knocking it over in the process. "It's the same size, but it can lift much larger weights at a fraction of the power required."

Hiccup moved his fingers to the wheel at the bottom and turned it quickly, making the large iron bar quickly rise into the air. Two council members gasped, while one whispered "Sorcery."

Astrid just smiled, proud of Hiccup for doing the presentation so well. Even though he couldn't see the little models, he handled them better than she could. His eyes might be gone, but he could visualize things just as well with his hands, and his fingers were much more nimble than her scarred hands. It felt embarrassing sometimes, when she couldn't even tie a knot because of the scars, but then she'd hand the rope to Hiccup he'd do it blindly in two seconds flat.

In moments like these Hiccup reminded her of the dwarves in her mother's tales, who forged the magical armor and weapons of the gods. In moments like these he looked a lot like his father, confident in his ideas and inventions.

Unfortunately, not everyone had so much faith.

"Why would we need this new crane? We've never had problems with the old one," Spitelout asked, frowning at the model. Before Hiccup could respond, someone else spoke up.

"How much wood would we need to build this thing? That's a lot of wood that we can't use for other things, like ships or houses," Yakbrain the Shipwright stated, gesturing at the many gears and intricate parts in Hiccup's crane.

"Won't it require more maintenance? Those are a lot of parts that could jam or rot," Phlegma the Carpenter asked, and more council members started looking doubtful.

"No, because the weight is distributed, they actually won't decay as quickly. And we can modify the old crane without needing that much new wood," Hiccup said, and Astrid saw small cracks appearing in his confident facade. She doubted the others noticed, but she could see the signs. The way his hands started shaking slightly, and the fact that his head bowed downwards slightly.

"Still, those are a lot of gears and wheels that have to be added, and I don't think you can make them magically appear, can you boy?" Yakbrain said, and Astrid wished she could grab his hand in front of the council, since that would calm Hiccup down.

"Yes, but it's an investment! With this we could lift much larger cargo! Maybe in the future we'll import different kinds of metal or weapons, then we might need a crane like this to lift it!" Hiccup argued, but Astrid saw that they were losing this one. Most of the council looked unconvinced, gazing doubtfully at the new crane.

"Maybe? In the future? Might? Those are a lot of suppositions with nothing to back it up. I think you're unable to look at the realities of the world we live in, boy. It might look great in your head, but this thing is useless. I have to vote no," Yakbrain said, and six other members followed his example. Only Gobber and Njorda the Fisherwoman voted in favor. Seven to two, the crane wouldn't be built.

"Sorry son. I like this thing, and I think it's clever, but I don't think we need it yet. Maybe when we need to repair or replace the old crane we can look at it again, okay?" Stoick said to conclude the vote, and Hiccup merely nodded, seemingly not caring. Astrid could see right through it, though, and she knew what would come in a few minutes.

So she grabbed the two cranes, holding the splintered remains of the first one under her arm, and took Hiccup's hand to lead him out of the Hall. Along the way she squeezed his hand, trying to let him know without words that everything would be okay.

She hoped it would be enough, but she doubted it.

"They didn't hate it. They just want to wait a little before building it!" she told Hiccup as they descended the stairs, but it didn't seem to cheer him up. He was still keeping up the facade, but she knew what was happening underneath.

Hiccup was blessed with a brilliant and quick mind, but at times like this it was a curse. That brain never stopped thinking and analyzing whatever it encountered, which currently was Yakbrain's remarks at the assembly. Hiccup was thinking about every word he said, analyzing, over-analyzing, and obsessing over it. She knew that she couldn't stop it anymore, all she could do was help him when the process would reach its inevitable conclusion in a few minutes. All she could do was get him to a place where they'd be alone.

They remained silent as they walked to Hiccup's house, and Astrid was glad that Stoick wouldn't come home until evening. Plenty of time to calm Hiccup down.

Hiccup started muttering as they entered the house and started climbing the stairs. Astrid couldn't hear everything, but she caught words like 'useless', 'stuck in my own head', 'can't look at real world', and she recognized terms Yakbrain had used. The shipwright probably didn't know what his words did to Hiccup, but right now Astrid wanted to punch him for it. But she couldn't, Hiccup needed her right now.

It was so easy to forget it sometimes. He often seemed so confident and forward in public, joking about his scars and disabilities and refusing help or pity, that it was hard to remember that underneath was an insecure blind boy who had been through more shit in his sixteen years than most people went through in their entire lives. She was rudely reminded of that, as Hiccup pulled her against him in a tight hug as soon as she had put down the little cranes.

At times like this, everything was just a little too much for him. The phantom pain from his leg, the stumbling, the embarrassment when he fell in public, bad jokes from other Vikings, pranks that only the twins thought funny. Hiccup always seemed to take it in stride, laughing it off and doing his best to look unaffected. But Astrid knew it didn't bounce off him. He absorbed the pain and embarrassment, keeping it deep inside until it was too much and he'd break down.

These episodes were irregular and unpredictable, often with no clear cause. Sometimes he didn't have them for weeks, sometimes he had multiple in one day. He was terribly embarrassed to even have them, and refused to show it to anyone. Only she and Toothless were allowed to see them. And that was because he needed them to recover.

Astrid didn't think she ever consciously made the decision to be with Hiccup. At some point it just became a given, and she wouldn't have it any other way. She knew it would be difficult, though. She knew that he'd need help, that she had to give up on some dreams and learn to deal with things she'd never prepared for.

But the bottom line was simple. Hiccup couldn't see. She wanted to be with Hiccup. Those were facts that she would do her best to deal with.

So she learned. She learned not to nod or shake her head to answer his questions, but to verbalize her answers. She learned how to guide him as efficiently as possible, she learned not to get in his way. She learned how to cook and make food he could eat without making a mess. She learned to get used to the fact that his head never really faced her. She learned how to read his emotions when the blindfold covered most of his face.

And over the past few months, she learned how to deal with Hiccup's breakdowns. 'Dark days', she called them. They never talked about it, the fact that she'd let him hold her for hours was a given that required no discussion. Astrid hated the fact that they were frequent enough that she had learned what worked and what didn't, what words would help him get through them, and which attempts at encouragement only increased his distress.

So she used her expertise to help him as best she could. She held him as tightly as possible, letting him know that she wasn't going anywhere. After Toothless had put their wings around them both, she started whispering words into his ear.

"It's okay, it'll pass. I'm right here, and so is Toothless. Let it out, let it all out. You're doing great, and this doesn't make you weak. One day we'll build that crane. Next week we'll show those stupid Vikings something else brilliant. What does Yakbrain know anyway?" on and on she'd whisper. Astrid wasn't sure if he listened to everything, but even the sound of her voice seemed to calm him a little.

He'd cry. His eyes were too damaged to produce tears, but she felt him sobbing and shaking. Sometimes she'd cry too, overwhelmed by Hiccup's sadness.

Sometimes it only takes a few minutes for him to calm down.

Sometimes it takes a few hours.

No matter how long it takes, Astrid is willing to endure it. There were worse places to spend time than in Hiccup's arms, though the situation is far from romantic. This wasn't about romance. It was about helping Hiccup with his struggles, both physically and mentally. Astrid was fairly certain most Vikings thought they were just making out in these private moments, and they were happy to let them think that. Hiccup's moments of vulnerability are for her eyes only, and if she has to endure some wolf whistles, she'll gladly do it.

So Astrid prepared herself for another long, dark day, and held Hiccup a little tighter.

* * *

><p>It was dark. So incredibly dark. Hiccup was used to darkness, but this darkness felt different somehow. He sensed that there were things in the darkness, monsters about to devour him, and he'd never see them coming.<p>

Suddenly, just when he was sure the darkness was going to crush him, a light appeared in the distance. His eyes strained, trying to see what the bright yellow light was. Growls rang out from the dark mist around him, and then he was running towards the strange light.

Something told him this wasn't right, that he was forgetting something, but he couldn't figure out what. Another growl echoed in the black room and he ran even faster. Suddenly he fell, and in the faint light he saw his left foot was gone. The leg was bloodied and burnt, and without warning massive pain shot through his body.

He screamed, and the growling became louder. Black arms appeared from the dark fog around him and tried to grab him, but Hiccup crawled away, breathing quickening. The room seemed to become hotter and hotter, and his hands became slick with sweat. Then the arms were gone, and he was alone.

Where moments before he wished nothing more than to have the monsters disappear, now the empty silent darkness was scaring him. More pain shot up from the foot that wasn't there, and he screamed again.

No monstrous growls rang out this time, the echo of his screams the only thing in the black room apart from the light in the distance.

Hiccup curled into a ball and tried not to whimper. Suddenly the shadows changed, and he looked up to see the bright light coming closer.

"Hiccup?" Astrid's voice rang out, and the light became dimmer until he could see it was her golden hair shining as bright as he remembered it. He tried to speak, but he felt frozen in place, unable to move from his curled up position.

"Hiccup, are you okay?" Astrid asked as she came a little closer and reached out her hand, but when Hiccup tried to move his arm to grab it she moved away again. Hiccup stood up, balancing on one leg, as Astrid moved backwards away from him. The light became dimmer and dimmer, and a large area of nothingness appeared between them.

"Wait! Help!" he shouted, hopping forward in a vain attempt to chase her, but she moved too fast.

"Hiccup! Wake up!" Astrid said, but it made no sense.

Suddenly he stepped on nothing at all, and he started falling into an endless pit. He screamed, flapping his arms as he tried to grab something to hold on to.

"Hiccup!" Astrid screamed after him, but he couldn't say anything back. There was a loud growl, and he knew the Red Death was waiting for him at the bottom of the pit, eager to devour him. The light disappeared, and suddenly he was stuck in some kind of soft wrapping.

"Hiccup! Wake up! Wake up!" Astrid was saying, and he struggled against his prison, trying to stop the monster from eating him alive.

"Hiccup! Calm down, I'm right here! I'm right here! It's alright!" Astrid said, and then his hands were grabbed and help in place. He recognized the hands that held him. He'd recognize Astrid's scars anywhere. But why was she being eaten too? But if she was here, was he safe? Did she slay the monster? But where was the light? Why couldn't he see her golden hair?

"It was just a nightmare, Hiccup. You're alright. Just calm down. It's alright. I'm here, I'm here," Astrid continued to say, and he shook his head, utterly confused. Suddenly his back was lifted from the soft surface he was lying on and then he was enveloped in warmth.

This was Astrid. It was Astrid. Astrid was hugging him. He was safe. He was safe. Slowly, Hiccup's thoughts started to calm down and make sense. He was in his bed. Astrid was holding him, telling him he was safe. It was just a nightmare. Just another nightmare.

Toothless warbled and licked his hand, and he forced himself to relax.

"Astrid? Toothless?" he managed to ask.

"Thank Nótt, you're awake! I couldn't get you to wake up from that nightmare! You were screaming and thrashing, and I didn't know what to do!"Astrid said, and he hated himself for making her worry so much.

"I'm sorry, Astrid, I'm sorry!" he said, and she removed one arm from their embrace to punch his arm.

"Don't apologize! I'm the one who should be sorry, I wasn't here! Toothless had to get me, he was so worried, I've never seen him so frantic!" she said, and he only felt more guilty. If only he wasn't so weak…

He couldn't finish the thought because pain ran up his left leg, and he groaned.

"Hiccup, what's wrong? Are you hurt? Let me make a light," Astrid said as she put him back on the bed and moved away. He tried to respond, but then another knife shot through his left foot, and he bit his lip to prevent himself from screaming. Toothless warbled sadly before licking the side of his face, and he reached out his hand to pet him.

Sounds of flint and sparks echoed in the room, and moments later Astrid returned, putting her hand on his shoulder. He kept some candles in his room for Astrid's sake, for when they were working late. Hiccup hadn't expected to need them in such a situation.

"That's better. Now what's wrong?" she asked, rubbing his shoulder through his shirt, and he took deep breaths, trying to ignore the pain.

"Leg. Leg that isn't there," he said, before groaning when more pain shot through him.

"Oh. Can I do anything? Do you need ice? Warm water? Tea?" Astrid asked, and he could hear the panic in her voice. This wasn't the first time he had phantom pains. She had helped him several times already when he had this stupid pain from something that wasn't even there anymore. That was the annoying thing. You can't numb the pain from something that doesn't exist. So ice or warm water didn't really do anything.

So he just shook his head, before thinking of something that would help. He hated to admit it to her, but now, in the dead of night, he figured he didn't have much to lose.

"Can you… Can you just hold me for a while? And talk to me? Distract me?" he softly asked, bowing his head. He hated being this dependent on her. He hated that he was robbing Astrid of her sleep. He hated that his body was determined to make him hurt so much, and he hated Nótt, the god of sleep, for sending him all those nightmares.

"Of course," Astrid said, and then he was lifted up again, before being set on her lap.

"There we go, it's alright. It'll pass, it'll pass," she said, and he felt like a small child again, being comforted by his dad after he broke his leg trying to climb a tree. It felt unfair, unequal. He was supposed to take care of Astrid, not the other way around.

But before he could voice any of that, his foot figured he wasn't in enough pain, and decided to remedy that. He put his arms around her to prevent him from collapsing, and she just sighed.

"It hurts really bad, doesn't it? Is this why you had that nightmare?" she asked, and he shook his head.

"Maybe. I also have nightmares when the leg's fine," he whispered in her ear, and he felt her stiffen.

"You had more nightmares?" she asked, her voice low. He hadn't told her how bad it was, but when he was in her arms like this he just couldn't lie.

"Yeah. I have them a lot. Nearly every night," he admitted, and she held him tighter.

"Why didn't you tell me?" she softly asked, and he hated himself for making her worry even more.

"Because you already have to comfort me by day. I don't want you to worry at night as well. You need your sleep," he said, and she punched his arm.

"So do you! You have them every night?! So that's why you're so tired in the morning?" she angrily said, and he tried his best to calm her.

"It's not that bad! Toothless comforts me, and my dad seems to sleep through all the noise," Hiccup said, but it only made it worse.

"Noise? You mean screaming? I just saw and heard you, Hiccup, and you were not okay! You should have told me! I could have helped you with this!" Astrid said, and he just nodded.

"I know, But I just-" Hiccup couldn't finish the sentence when pain overwhelmed him again. He held her a little too tight, and she groaned too.

"We'll talk about this later. So what do you dream about? Your leg?" Astrid asked, voice softer now.

"Sometimes. Tonight I did. Often it's stupid stuff. I dream that I trip over something I missed with the cane. Or I fall over the edge of a cliff. Sometimes we're walking together, but then you're suddenly gone and I can't find you again," he admitted and she pulled them apart a little, probably so she could see his face.

"That's not stupid, Hiccup. It's… I dream those things too. Sometimes I dream that you fall and I can't catch you, or that you're burned again. Sometimes I dream of the Red Death, and how it almost killed us," she said, before running a hand over the scars on his face.

"Really? I thought you were too brave for nightmares," he said, hoping the joke would stop the pain from coming back.

Astrid snorted and Toothless warbled, and then she hugged him again. "You're just as brave as I am. Maybe we all have nightmares, but you had the courage to face them alone. But… just remember that you don't have to. If there's another scary dream, just send Toothless, and I'll be right here, okay? I don't mind, really. Knowing you're okay makes me feel better too. Okay?" she said, and he tried not to cry. What had he done to deserve her?

"Okay. And… I know you'll have to go back to your own bed soon, we don't want our parents to find you in my room, but… can we stay like this for a little longer? Until the pain passes?" he softly asked, and her only response was to hold him a little tighter.

So they sat for a while. Astrid talked about what they could build for next week's council, telling him of sea dragons tearing fishing nets, and that maybe they could design stronger ones. He didn't really respond, but her voice kept him distracted from the pain. Somehow, being surrounded by Astrid's arms and Toothless' wings made all his problems seem so much smaller. Not just when he had a breakdown during the day, but after a nightmare in the dark as well.

He couldn't explain why that was. She just made him feel safe and calm. She slowed down his racing thoughts and allowed him to simply focus on her voice and her hands. He didn't know what he'd do without her, and he felt like a fool for ever fighting with her.

"I love you," he hadn't meant to say the words, but at the same time he did. He just knew it was the truth. And now it was out. Long ago, before dragon training and the blindness, he thought he loved her. But in hindsight it was just a stupid crush. Only when they started spending time together did he see the real Astrid, the beautiful person underneath the glowing hair and pretty face he had always admired from afar.

Astrid immediately stopped talking and moved out of the hug to face him.

"Hiccup, what-" she began, but he didn't let her finish.

"I love you. I love you, Astrid. I know it may seem silly, and maybe you don't feel the same way, but you just make me feel so strong, and so capable, and so happy, and I don't know what I'd do without you, and-"

"I love you too," Astrid interrupted his rambling, and he froze.

"You… You love me too?" he asked, hoping and praying he heard it correctly.

"Yes, silly, I love you. Why else do you think I'm out here in the middle of the night?" she said, and he laughed, unsure what to say. So he just grabbed her head, and very gently pulled her lips to his. It was hard to kiss her without knowing where her lips were exactly, but somehow he managed.

They had only been kissing for a few seconds when Toothless suddenly forced his head between them, pulling them apart. He warbled loudly, and Hiccup laughed, too happy to be irritated.

"Yes Toothless, I love you too! But I'm not kissing you!" he said. Moments later the dragon licked his lips, and Hiccup recoiled.

"Toothless! Gross! Only Astrid's allowed to do that!" he told the Night Fury, and Astrid laughed.

"Is your leg okay again?" she suddenly asked, and he realized it didn't hurt anymore.

"Yeah. Better than ever. Thanks for staying," he said. A small part of him wanted to lie so she would stay for longer, but they shouldn't push their luck. It would be bad if his dad found them like this.

"You'll be fine tonight? I'll go home then. And just think of me if there are more nightmares. I love you, Hiccup," she said, swiftly kissing him before jumping up and blowing out the candle.

"Love you too. Sweet dreams," Hiccup said, and moments later he heard her softly land on the grass outside. He sighed deeply, before lying down again. Sleep overtook him quickly, and for the first time in months, there were no nightmares. Instead, he dreamed of Astrid and him dancing in a bright room.

* * *

><p>Hiccup yawned as he walked down the stairs for breakfast. Astrid had done several other nightly visits since that first time a few weeks ago. He never asked for it. Toothless was the one who fetched her every time the dragon saw he was having a bad night. He kept apologizing for the fact that she was dragged out of bed, but secretly he was incredibly grateful. For the first time in forever, he didn't scream himself awake from a frightening nightmare.<p>

For the first time in forever, his nights were bright again.

Even when she wasn't there he had something to remember her by. She started to make little braids in his hair, to 'remind him that she was a part of his life and him now', as Astrid put it. It felt embarrassing, Astrid braiding his hair, but it also felt comforting. And if he jumped awake during the night, he'd just run his fingers over the braids to remember that she was just a few houses away, and that he'd see her in the morning,

The only problem was that with the way they would talk and kiss for most of the night, he was hardly more rested when she came over. Nothing… dishonorable happened. They had decided, after a very awkward and embarrassing discussion, that they were both content to wait for a while, probably until they were married, before taking that step. Still, they kissed and held each other for hours, and he was glad his father wasn't aware of what happened in his house during the night.

"So son, I noticed you're not having as much trouble sleeping. The nights are much quieter these past few weeks," Stoick said as Hiccup said down, and he froze. How much did his father know? Did he know it was because of Astrid? He cursed his hand for automatically moving to the two little braids and forced himself to relax.

"Yeah, it's much better now. I hope I don't wake you anymore now," he said, hoping that was the end of the discussion.

"Yes, that doesn't happen as much these days. So how did that happen, Hiccup? Did you and Astrid figure out some other brilliant invention to help you sleep?" Stoick asked, and Hiccup nearly choked on the water he was drinking.

"No! No it's… it's Toothless! He puts his wings over me, and it makes me feel warmer! And that makes me sleep better!" he said, laughing nervously.

"Ah, I see. That dragon's doing wonders for you. I could have sworn I heard talking coming from your room the other day, though," Stoick said with a curious voice, and Hiccup gulped, trying not to look guilty.

"Yeah, sometimes I talk to Toothless. It helps! Keeps me distracted, you know?" Hiccup said, desperately hoping his dad was done now.

"Alright then. If that works for you," Stoick said before standing up. "You can eat breakfast and go to the forge by yourself, right?" he asked, moving to the door when Hiccup nodded.

But just when Hiccup thought he was in the clear, Stoick started talking again from the doorway.

"You know son, it's okay that Astrid comes here at night, as long as there's no funny business, okay? The heir shouldn't have children out of wedlock," the chief said, and Hiccup choked on the bread he was eating. By the time he had spit it out and was able to respond, the door had already closed, and his dad was gone.

Hiccup groaned and covered his face with his hands. How long had his father known? What was he thinking? Had he told anyone?

"Dang it," he said and Toothless warbled happily. "You know, this is your fault! You're the one who keeps bringing Astrid here!" he told the dragon, trying to figure out if and how to tell Astrid what his father knew.

* * *

><p><strong>I hope you liked it! I read that blind people are much more likely to get nightmares and anxiety attacks, and I have a little headcanon that Hiccup has a bit of PTSD, so his breakdowns are based on that. Remember, you can always suggest ideas and plotlines with a review or PM! Happy Valentine's Day!<strong>


	6. Forgotten Sins, Forgotten Virtues

**Hey everyone, I'm finally back with another Blind Spot! I'm sorry it took so long, I was swamped in school work. I decided to try something different with this chapter, taking the focus off Hiccup and Astrid. I hope you like it!**

**Disclaimer: This chapter contains discussion on the goodness and existence of God. I do not intent to make a statement about God, or mock those who believe in him or any other religion. It is simply the opinion of a character. Nothing more. **

* * *

><p><span>Forgotten Sins, Forgotten Virtue<span>

"Bye mother, bye father!" Astrid said as she walked out the door with Hiccup, and Kirsten smiled when she saw their linked hands.

"Bye Astrid. Have fun!" Kirsten said as she grabbed a mug for tea.

"Don't have too much fun!" Tolfdir said from his seat at the table, and Kirsten saw Astrid's face redden before her daughter pulled the front door shut behind her, apparently pretending she hadn't heard that. She softly laughed to herself. Astrid liked to pretend she was so tough and strong, but it never got old to see her blush whenever she teased her about Hiccup.

It was the first time Tolfdir had said something like that, though.

"Was that a joke I heard, Tolf?" she asked as she grabbed the kettle. Her husband made a snorting sound.

"That wasn't a joke! I was deadly serious! I've seen the way they look at each other, and I figured I'd remind her that there are certain things they should wait for," he said, looking flustered.

"Oh, they're not that far yet, Tolf. You worry too much," Kirsten said, filling the kettle with water.

"I just… I don't want them to make the same mistakes we made. Especially since I'm not sure how long this relationship will last," he said, his voice soft. Kirsten frowned as she hung the kettle above the fire. What was this about?

"They're much, much smarter than we were at that age. And why would you think they won't stay together? They adore each other, even if they won't admit it to us," she said, sitting down opposite her husband.

"It's just… they're so different. Hiccup's qualities are not what I taught Astrid to value highly. I mean, he is pretty… damaged. What if the initial excitement fades away, and there's nothing that binds them anymore?" he said, and Kirsten saw her husband was seriously nervous.

"Tolf, have you even looked at them? Their relationship isn't build on _excitement_! Quite the opposite, they find safety in each other! They've had enough excitement for a lifetime, I think. Come on, I'll show you," she said, standing up again. She pulled Tolfdir from his seat and led him to the window overlooking the stable. Outside, Hiccup and Astrid were tending to Stormfly, Hiccup apparently explaining something about the saddle.

"Look at them, Tolf. They trust each other utterly and completely. They don't have secrets for each other, and they rely on each other. More than we ever did. That's a precious thing, Tolfdir, and we should cherish it, not doubt it," she told him as Hiccup grabbed Astrid's foot and lifted it into the stirrup, making her laugh when she nearly fell over. Kirsten suspected that even more happened between them. Little things Astrid said, concerned looks between them, and the fact that sometimes Astrid's eyes were red when she came home made Kirsten suspect that they weren't always kissing when they were alone. Astrid never said anything about it, and Kirsten knew enough not to ask, knowing some things should remain private.

Tolfdir remained silent, but she could see he was intently watching their daughter.

"And besides, people said the same thing about us. _'They're too different.', 'It's just a silly romance!', __'it won't last for more than a month!'_ Our parents certainly didn't approve," she said, chuckling as she remembered that time. Gods, they had been so stupid, but so in love.

Tolfdir laughed. "Oh, Freya, they nearly had a heart attack when I asked if I could marry you. My parents didn't trust you at all. They thought you were a heathen outsider. All I saw was my Danish princess," he said, grabbing her hand, and she smiled when she recognized his old title for her.

"Like I told you a hundred times, I wasn't a princess. I was the daughter of a minor count," she said, frowning when she remembered her youth in Denmark. It had been so different from Berk. She had servants, dresses, her own room in a stone castle. But the neighboring Vikings didn't like her father's new faith. They didn't approve of his talk of God and Christ, and were furious that he had dared to name his only child after this strange new god.

Then, one day it all fell apart. The castle's gates were opened by treacherous guards, and an army stormed in while they were sleeping.

Her father was killed, and she and her mother had only barely managed to avoid the same fate. It was Kirsten who had saved them by convincing the men to give them a ship and letting them sail away. In return they had to give up all their gold and other valuables, and promise to never return to Denmark.

So they sailed away, Kirsten, her mother, and a few sailors. Kirsten still remembered that terrifying journey over the open sea like it was yesterday, not knowing where they'd be accepted. Her mother cursed God for days, denouncing him for letting her husband die, and began to pray to Njord and Baldr once more, begging for a new place to call home.

Kirsten wasn't sure what to think about it. She had been raised by her father in the Christian ways, but her mother had told her the Norse legends and myths. When, after a storm, they washed up on Berk, they had worshiped the old gods again, or at least Kirsten pretended to. Her name became the only reminder of her Christian heritage.

"Count, king, chief, isn't it all the same? You were different, that's what mattered to me! All the other girls, they were talking about fighting dragons and wielding weapons. You on the other hand… You could sing and dance, and had stories of lands I couldn't even imagine," Tolfdir said, pulling her out of her thoughts. She giggled when she remembered that young boy, shyly asking her to dance with him one night in the Great Hall.

It had been hard, those first few months. They were stranded on a strange island in the middle of a war. Kirsten had never seen dragons in Denmark. She had never even held a weapon. Instead she had learned to sing, to tell stories, to be beautiful, to convince men using words instead of swords.

Skills that were thought useless in Berkian society. So she and her mother went to work in the Great Hall, cooking, setting tables, work that a month before she wouldn't even have considered doing. Mother never wanted to talk about Denmark, but Kirsten found that when they had something to drink, many of the men who had been so wary of them were now willing to listen to biblical stories and mainland songs.

And one of those listeners was just a young boy, not even a man yet. No older than fourteen, and she was barely a year older. A shy boy who didn't care much about fighting, who rather drank than trained, who rather cut down trees than dragons. He had changed so much in the last 18 or so years. They both had.

"I was hesitant at first, but you wouldn't give up. You were different from what I was taught. My father had always expected me to marry some neighboring ruler in a political marriage, and suddenly there was a silly boy who taught himself to dance and brought me flowers and gifts, all to impress me. And my father was dead, and I thought I could decide for myself who I'd marry," she said, and Tolfdir chuckled.

"Haha, Freya was playing with us, for sure. But then my father said he would never allow me to marry some 'foreign whore', as he put it, and your mom said something similar about me, right?" Tolfdir reminded her, and her smile fell. They had been such utter fools, completely under Freya's spell.

"So we took it into our own hands. Gods, we were fools. Remember when we made that decision, Tolf? We said 'we can force them to let us marry', and it was so easy to be convinced by you," she said, and he looked offended.

"Hey, don't put it all on me. You were plenty seductive yourself! You were the one who suggested it in the first place! Gods, we didn't think of the consequences. We just knew that if you got pregnant, they would have to marry us. Thor almighty, father was furious when I told him. I remember him telling us we would regret doing it. He was right, of course. We were impatient and blind. Still, we were married within a week. I just worry that Astrid and Hiccup might be considering the same thing," he said as he gestured to at their daughter climbing into the saddle, getting a little boost from Hiccup.

"Tolf, we did that because we felt like we had no other choice. Our parents didn't support our relationship. But we do support Hiccup and Astrid, don't we? That's part of the reason why I tease Astrid so much. I want her to know that I want her to get married to Hiccup. As long as we don't pressure them, they'll do things in their own time," She told him as she smiled at Astrid laughing at Hiccup's failing attempts to climb into Stormfly's saddle, unable to find the stirrup with his foot.

"Still, what if they… like each other a little too much? What if they can't wait for us to set up a contract?" Tolfdir asked, clearly nervous.

"Then we'll accept them anyway, and we'll marry them as soon as possible. They've been through enough that I think they deserve to have some fun without fear or shame. If they have premarital sex, so be it. I think they're smart enough not to do so, but I won't love her any less if she does do it," Kirsten said as she saw Astrid climb out of the saddle to give Hiccup a boost.

"I suppose I can do that, but… what about the gods? What if they do the same thing they did to us?" her husband asked, and she could hear the fear in his voice. Her own heart chilled as well when the memories came back. They were fools.

"I mean, when we were young… I didn't think it would be such a big deal, you know? I never cared that much for the gods, and I doubted Odin or Freya would really care if we did it before marriage. It didn't feel like… I think you called it 'sin'? Why would the sex life of two little humans matter to a god? But then…" Tolfdir said, before trailing off.

Kirsten sighed. Tolfdir had never really been able to talk about what happened. She hadn't talked about it either, hoping that if they never talked about her little boy, she'd forget the pain. But she knew now that it would never go away. Not really. So maybe they should talk about it.

"I suppose we didn't really realize we had made a little _person_. Initially, Erik was just a means to an end. A way for us to get married, and we didn't think it would change our life much. But then he was born, and we found we couldn't go dancing and drinking every day anymore," she said, looking at Astrid lifting Hiccup up easily and throwing him onto Stormfly's saddle, making both teenagers laugh.

"I didn't care about honor. I didn't care about the war. I didn't honor the gods, I didn't train for battle, I just wanted to have fun, and you and Erik brought me so much of that. Still, it was hard. We weren't ready to take care of a little boy. And then we were selfish…" Tolfdir slowly said, his voice trailing off at the end. Outside, Astrid climbed into the saddle in front of Hiccup. Kirsten sighed, before looking down at her feet.

They loved Erik with all their heart, but they were so tired after a few months. He cried all day, every day. And then one day, when he was finally asleep, they had decided to go to the Great Hall for an hour. Just to grab a drink. Maybe sing a few songs without fear of waking him up. Erik would be fine by himself, he slept easily and deeply.

One hour had become two, and one drink became half a dozen drinks. And then, the cheerful mood was interrupted by that dreaded horn blow.

Dragon attack.

Kirsten's mind had cleared immediately, and they had run home as fast as they could on unsteady legs. But when they came home, the house was ablaze. Tolfdir hadn't hesitated. The man who had never cared for battle was suddenly running straight into the burning house, yelling their son's name.

It had been too late. Minutes later Tolfdir stumbled out, burns all over his back, carrying a blackened bundle she couldn't even recognize as their beautiful little boy anymore. He hadn't been more than a few months old, and now he'd never grow up.

Something had broken in her then. Tolfdir had taken it even worse. The sweet playful boy he had been died with their son.

"I lost all my faith in God that day. I had always heard that God was loving and just. And I couldn't believe that a just God would kill an innocent baby to punish his parents for loving each other. You, on the other hand, became the most devout person on the island," she softly said, doing her best to stop the tears.

Tolfdir remained silent for a while, and Kirsten looked up again. Astrid, Hiccup and Stormfly were gone.

"I… Everyone had told me we would regret making Erik. That the gods wouldn't stand for it, and that I should regain my honor. And I never believed it. What did honor matter, when ale and song felt so good? But then, as I… held my little dead boy in my hands, I believed. I was so, so sorry. My actions had led to little Erik's death," her husband said, and she shook her head. She had tried so hard to convince him it wasn't his fault. Erik was killed by a dragon. But she had never been able to stop him blaming himself.

He had become quiet and hard. As soon as he recovered from the burns, Tolfdir had asked his brother Finn to train him to fight. He made countless sacrifices to the gods. He stopped drinking, and refused to sing and dance again. And she didn't dance anymore either. She still told and sang the legends of the gods for the other Vikings, but she didn't believe a word of it anymore.

The rest of Berk had avoided them after the raid. Before, they were the target of ridicule and gossip, but now they were just pitied, or people thought they had gotten their just punishment. Kirsten didn't care what they thought, she had been mocked since she had arrived on Berk. But Tolfdir had done everything he could to regain his honor, and she had let him. She thought it would help him accept Erik's death.

They didn't talk much during those first few months after Erik's death. Instead, Tolfdir spent time with Finn, and made a new friend.

They hadn't been the only one to lose someone in that raid. Stoick's wife, Valka, had been taken, and Tolfdir and the chief somehow bonded in their grief. That friendship might have been the only good thing to come from that raid.

"I begged the gods for a chance to set things right. I'll do anything, I said. Just give me my little boy back. And then, less than two weeks after Erik died, we found out you were pregnant. Another boy, I thought! The gods listened! But then…" Tolfdir finally said. Kirsten remembered being scared of the new child that grew within her. How could they protect it? What if it died too? She wouldn't have been able to take it.

Nine months later a healthy girl was born, who they called Astrid. But the birth had been hard and bloody. When it was all over and they were holding their beautiful baby, Gothi told them that there had been too much damage. Her womb would produce no more children.

"When we heard that you were… infertile, I thought it was a clear message from the gods. Astrid was our last chance to make things right. Our only chance. So I tried to raise her right. To teach her about honor and war, about loyalty and the gods. And I taught her to defend herself, so that she wouldn't have the same fate Erik had," her husband said as she led him back to the table.

Kirsten thought it would help him, and she thought it would be wise to raise Astrid that way. But over the years the doubt had set in. Astrid became angry and cold, especially after Finn died. She had wished Astrid would have a happier youth than she had had, but it became more and more likely she would never have any joy in her life.

Until Hiccup happened. And now the war was over because of them and their crazy relationship.

"In Denmark, the priests used to say that everything bad that happened was part of God's big plan. They said all the bad things would eventually lead to something good. I never believed it. What purpose could killing my father or Erik have? But now I wonder if it was all a plan anyway. Maybe He killed my father, so I would go to Berk. Maybe He killed Erik, so we would raise Astrid in this way. And then He blinded Hiccup, so he and Astrid would stop the war. Maybe it was His way of bringing peace," Kirsten said as she grabbed the kettle from the fire and poured a cup of tea.

Tolfdir chuckled. "Maybe, but I wonder why he couldn't just do it in an easier way. Why not just kill the Red Death by himself? He can do anything, right? Maybe it was simply our destiny, the strands of fate woven by the Norns without us having any choice in the matter. At least Astrid ended up alright. And… and Erik did die in battle. Maybe he's in Valhalla now," he said.

Kirsten smiled as she took the mug and sat down across from her husband. She doubted there was a Valhalla or a heaven, but it was nice to think that maybe Erik was still somewhere. She just wished he was here.

"In Denmark we didn't burn the dead on a funeral ship. Instead we buried them, and marked the grave with a stone. I often wish we did that here too. I wish we had something to visit to remember Erik," Kirsten said before sipping from her tea.

Tolfdir sighed deeply. "I don't understand burying the dead, but I wish there was something left of Erik. We don't even have any of his clothes or toys left, everything was burned in the fire," he said, and she sighed. There was no trace left of Erik now, nothing but memories.

"You know, I think we might be the only ones who still remember Erik existed. Our parents are dead, as are your brothers. People barely even remember we got married so young. It used to be such a big scandal, but now it's such a distant memory that they don't even remember the reason," Kirsten eventually said, and Tolfdir shook his head.

"Stoick remembers. But I don't think he ever told anyone about it," he said, before falling silent for a while. Kirsten drank her tea, lost in thought.

"Kirsten? Do you… Do you think we were right not to tell Astrid? Don't you think she should know that she had a brother? So that… when we and Stoick are gone, someone will know Erik existed? And then when… when she goes to Valhalla one day, she'll know to search for him there, and meet him?" Tolfdir said, and Kirsten frowned.

Once it seemed natural not to tell Astrid. She was too young! Why would she have to know? How could they tell her? What did it matter anyway? Those were the reasons they gave. But now… Astrid was strong. She could handle it. Maybe it was time.

"You're right, she deserves to know. She also deserves to know why we raised her the way we did. Shall we tell her tomorrow?" Kirsten said, and Tolfdir nodded. Maybe if their secret was passed on, they could move on too.

"Hey Tolfdir? Since Astrid isn't eating here tonight, I thought that maybe we could… go to the Great Hall to eat? And then stay for a while? Maybe we could even… Maybe we could dance again?" she hesitantly asked, hoping he wouldn't take it as a slight on his honor. It had been so long since they had sung and danced together.

Tolfdir took a deep breath, and Kirsten swore she saw his eyes become wet. Then he swiftly stood up and, without warning, grabbed her and put her over his shoulder. She screamed, surprised at his antics. He hadn't done something like this since Erik died.

Tolfdir walked out, Kirsten still over his shoulder, like he was kidnapping her. And as he took her out to the Hall for the first time in sixteen years, Kirsten finally dared to dream that maybe that the boy she fell in love with so long ago wasn't dead after all.

* * *

><p><strong>I hope you liked it, and that it gave you some insight into why Astrid was raised the way she was. As always, if you have any suggestions or ideas, leave a review or send a PM. Thanks for reading!<strong>


	7. Stuck

**Hey everyone, I'm back with another Blind Spot, this time featuring some Stoick-Hiccup bonding. I hope you like it!**

* * *

><p><span>Stuck<span>

As he fell backwards, Hiccup decided he hated winter.

One second, his metal foot was slipping on an unexpected patch of ice. The next, the back of his head hit the ground hard, making him black out for a moment. Fortunately for Hiccup, that meant he didn't feel the pain when his right leg hit the ground on a bad angle, twisting something inside.

Unfortunately for Hiccup, the fact that he started rolling a second later made him hyper aware of everything that happened. Including the pain that shook his right leg every time he landed on it while rolling down the hill.

Suddenly his descent took an unexpected turn when his metal foot got snagged on something. The sudden stop tore the prosthetic off his leg, tearing the skin of his stump open. A moment later, he landed in a big pile of snow, and he was thankful that the cold numbed the pain from his legs.

Hiccup waited until the worst of the dizziness was over before trying to sit up. A moment later he fell back down when his senses were overwhelmed with pain again. His head throbbed, his left leg seemed cut, and his right leg just refused to work. He was fairly sure it wasn't broken, but that was about the best thing he could say about it.

Hiccup groaned. It was strange. He had experienced this scenario countless times in his nightmares. Yet the real thing was even worse. Normally he would probably have noticed the patch of ice with his cane. But he was just going to the outhouse, and didn't think it was necessary to grab the cane. After all, he knew the hill like the back of his hand, and he had Astrid's marker stones to guide him.

Suddenly he felt very tired, and everything started to numb as his head throbbed worse and worse. Hiccup nearly gave into the sleep, before jerking up, realizing that if he fell asleep now, he probably wouldn't wake up. He had to get out of the snow, but he couldn't move by himself.

Swallowing his pride and hoping Snotlout wasn't the closest person around, he started yelling for help.

After a few screams, he took a moment to collect his breath. Slowly, he reached out his hand to his stump, confirming that the prosthetic wasn't attached anymore.

His hands started to shake when he felt something wet on the stump. Over the past few months he had become fairly good at identifying things based on their texture, and he was sure this was blood, not snow or water.

He was about to take off his blindfold to bind the wound when a loud warble rang out, and a moment later his face was licked by a familiar tongue.

"Toothless! Thank the gods! We gotta get me inside, bud. Can you help me?" he told the dragon, feeling calmer now that his friend was with him.

Toothless bit down on his torso with a toothless bite, grabbing him in his jaws. But the moment the dragon tried to lift Hiccup, pain rang through his legs, and he bit his lip to stop his scream.

"Wait, Toothless! Wait! This isn't gonna work, buddy. Can you get Astrid? Or my dad?" he groaned as Toothless released him again. Why did these things always have to happen to him?

Toothless warbled sadly, before running off. Hiccup focused on staying awake and moving as little as possible. He couldn't fall asleep, so he'd just think. How bad were his injuries? Hopefully he wouldn't lose another leg. He wished he could just look down and see his legs, and once again he cursed his blindness.

"Hiccup!" his father's voice rang through the air, and Hiccup used his last remaining strength to lift his arm, signaling his position.

"Hiccup! Are you okay?" Stoick asked, and Hiccup could hear the fear in his voice.

"I'm fine, dad. Just… sleepy, and my legs hurt…" he slurred as more weariness overwhelmed him.

"Okay son, let's get you inside, okay?" Stoick said, before grabbing his back and legs, and gently lifting him up. Hiccup heard Toothless' concerned warble next to him, and he reached out his hand to try and pet the dragon.

"My… my prosthetic. It's up there somewhere," he mumbled when he remembered the missing attachment, and he used one of his arms to gesture in the direction he thought was the hill.

"We'll get it later, son. Now just stay still and relax," Stoick said, and then sleep overwhelmed him.

* * *

><p>"You just can't seem to catch a break, can you?" Astrid said as she looked at her boyfriend lying in bed, left leg bandaged, right leg in a cast. Another bright white bandage was wrapped around his head, creating an odd contrast with his red blindfold.<p>

"It's not that bad," he said. "At least I don't have a concussion," he added after a moment of thought. The next second his face scrunched up and he squeezed her hand, and she knew he was in pain.

"Doesn't seem to make the cut there hurt any less, though," Astrid noted, and he shook his head, obviously trying to downplay the pain. He wasn't fooling her, though.

"Still, it's… impressive. You cut your head, sprained your ankle, and scratched open your left leg," Astrid said, trying not to show how shaken she was. This was the scenario she feared so much. Hiccup falling and injuring himself, without her with him to help.

"Thank you for summing that up," Hiccup sighed, before leaning back into the pillows a bit more. She felt bad for making light of his wounds, but also relieved his injuries weren't worse. He would probably be healed in about a week. And at least it hadn't triggered a dark day. Hiccup was just moody, not depressed.

Toothless warbled happily, before licking Hiccup's face. "Yeah, bud, you saved me! I survived the great trip to the outhouse! Another dangerous adventure completed!" Hiccup said, obviously trying to seem cheerful, but Astrid could see the pain underneath. She could feel it in the way he held her hand.

They had noticed very quickly that it was hard for them to share their feelings quickly. Hiccup couldn't see her face, and she couldn't see most of his, forehead and eyes covered by the blindfold. So they communicated through other means.

They didn't show their affection in public much. They hadn't kissed in front of other people since that very first kiss, and they couldn't exactly look lovingly into each others eyes like she had seen other couples do. But when they were together, they nearly always hands. Her left hand in his right, leaving both their dominant hands free, but their connected fingers wouldn't stay idle.

It's surprising how much information about someone's mood you can get just from holding their hand. When he was angry, Hiccup would clench all his fingers tightly, trying to form a fist. When he was sad, he'd hold on with just his index and middle fingers. When he was happy or energetic he'd constantly move his fingers like he was playing an instrument. And when he was about to have a dark day, he'd squeeze every few seconds and rub his thumb on the back of her hand. Astrid knew that she had similar tics, and that Hiccup read her hands like she read his.

They were trying to use it to communicate more complex things too. Drawing a circle on the back of the other's hand with a thumb meant "Can we go somewhere to be alone?". Astrid drew a cross if there was an obstacle coming up and Hiccup would have to step aside. Hiccup drew two parallel lines if he had a phantom pain.

A heart meant "I love you."

It was thrilling, having a secret code language to talk with, right in front of other people without them knowing. It was hard for her to identify his subtle finger movements on her scarred hands, but she learned.

And now that learning paid off, as even though Hiccup talked like he was cheerful and joking, his fingers in her hand told her he was frustrated and angry.

"Hey, at least you'll be healed in time for Snoggletog. Imagine if you had fallen two weeks later, you'd have missed it! And now you can just stay in bed instead of having to help with the preparations!" she said, hoping to cheer him up. But Hiccup just sighed.

"Stay in bed all day! Yay! So much exciting stuff is happening in my room!" Hiccup exclaimed sarcastically, and Astrid resisted the urge to punch him. He should be happy he would only be in bed for a week!

"At least you get to go out. My dad says he won't even let me out on crutches. And there's still some work I have to do at the forge, and I need to repair my prosthetic. It's all bend, see?" Hiccup said as he reached under the bed with his free hand and retrieved his fake leg, the metal end twisted where it had caught on a rock.

"We'll repair it together when you can actually walk on crutches. That should give you something to look forward to," she told him, rubbing the cast on his right leg.

"I can already do that! I can balance on my toes, that doesn't hurt that much! I just can't use my cane, but what's the worst that could happen?" Hiccup said as he put the prosthetic back down.

This time, Astrid did punch him. "You're seriously asking that while you're covered in bandages from falling on ice you didn't see?" she exclaimed. She admired his tenacity and refusal to let physical injuries hinder him, but now she was getting a little worried that Hiccup might be considering doing very stupid things. Like braving the icy roads of Berk by himself on crutches.

"Yeah, but… but I can't just stay inside forever, can I? I mean, you'll be helpful and productive and… and part of the village, and I'm just… sitting here," Hiccup muttered, and Astrid frowned. His hand produced more signals of frustration and anger, but he seemed more sad than angry.

"Look, Hiccup, I wish you could help too. But you can't right now, okay? Besides, you have helped plenty! This is the first time we'll celebrate Snoggletog with dragons, and that's because of you!" she told him as she squeezed his hand. Hiccup didn't say anything, but she felt him respond with a squeeze in return.

An "I know you're right, but I don't want to admit it out loud, so I'll just say it in this way"-squeeze. It made her smile.

"And at least you don't have to be in the kitchens all day! My mom is making me help her prepare the feast! It's so boring, I hate cooking! It's just waiting for stuff to boil or bake! And Stormfly isn't allowed inside!" she said, hoping her complaints would distract Hiccup from his own situation.

"Heh, can't you take me with me? Please? I can keep you company? I'll just sit there, maybe help with the cooking a little?" Hiccup begged playfully, but she could see he was hoping she'd say yes.

"No, you can't. There's no spare room for you to sit, and my mom loves you, but she'll kill you if you ruin a cake because you added salt instead of sugar or something," Astrid explained, even though she wished he could come. It would be nice to have Hiccup with her. His presence seemed to stop her mother's endless teasing slightly. And with the massive feast that was being prepared, it was unlikely she would get much time to visit Hiccup.

"Fine, I'll just stay here and sleep some more. But I'm warning you, we can't keep all this… raw… Vikingness… contained! Or there will be consequences!" Hiccup said as he flexed his arm, trying to look tough. It failed when he leaned back a little and hit his head against the headboard, eliciting another groan.

Astrid suppressed her laugh, before prodding Toothless. "Toothless, I've got a mission for you. If Hiccup tries to get out of that bed, you just sit on him, okay? Don't let him hurt himself even more," she told the dragon, sniggering at Hiccup's indignant "Hey!", followed by a sound of surprise when Toothless put his paws on Hiccup's belly, pushing him back into the bed.

"Whose side are you on here, bud?" Hiccup asked the dragon in an insulted tone, but Astrid knew that secretly he was grateful she was concerned for him.

His fingers told her so.

* * *

><p>The moment Stoick walked through the front door and saw his son sitting downstairs he knew this was going to be a long day. And he had hoped for a quiet evening after all the commotion the twins had caused this afternoon.<p>

Even after an hour of questioning, Stoick still didn't know why they thought replacing the bottles of honey with Monstrous Nightmare gel was a fun idea.

So Stoick wasn't in the mood for dealing with Hiccup as well. A Hiccup who seemed to be determined to ignore everyone's advice and orders, even though those orders were meant to keep him safe.

"Hiccup. What did I say about going downstairs?" Stoick asked as he moved across the room and grabbed a mug.

Hiccup jumped to his feet. Well, foot. His prosthetic was still broken, and Stoick winced when he saw his son's left leg simply… end below the knee. He was precariously balancing on two crutches and the toes of his right foot, barely sticking out of the cast around his ankle.

"Uh, you said I wasn't supposed to use the stairs unless you were home," Hiccup said sheepishly, but Stoick could see he wasn't sorry.

"Exactly. And when I left you were still upstairs. Now you're here. So what did you do?" he asked, wanting Hiccup to admit he disobeyed his orders.

"I went down the stairs. But Toothless was right there, he's have caught me if I had fallen! And besides, I needed to get some water! I was thirsty!" Hiccup said, and Stoick frowned. There was a bucket of water in Hiccup's room, he couldn't have drunk all that, right?

"Really? Did you forget about the water I put in your room this morning?" Stoick asked as he grabbed a bottle of mead.

"Water? What water?" Hiccup asked, his voice confused. Hadn't Hiccup seen the…

Odin's eye, he was an idiot.

"I placed a bucket of water on your desk this morning, son. I… I thought you knew," Stoick stuttered as he put the bottle down, feeling incredibly stupid. Of course he didn't know, he couldn't see the bucket!

"Oh. I see. But I would have come back down here anyway, I wanted to know if there were more copper sheets here," Hiccup said, before hopping around the room, feeling the ground with his toes while precariously balancing on his crutches.

As soon as Stoick realized what Hiccup was doing, he ran forward and grabbed his arms to steady him.

"Son, you should be in bed, resting! You'll just hurt your foot even more by doing that!" he exclaimed, wondering why his son was so stubborn.

He was so not in the mood for this.

"I've been in bed all day, I've rested enough! And it'll be fine, I'm really good on these crutches by now! Of course, I'd be even better if you'd just let me go to the forge to repair my prosthetic…" Hiccup said cheerfully, like there wasn't any danger in that.

"Hiccup, no. I've told you before, it's not safe. The roads are icy, and if you slip again… You were really lucky before, son. It could have been much worse. Just… can't you make your inventions in here?" Stoick asked, grabbing Hiccup's shoulders again to keep him still.

"Well, that's just an occupational hazard, dad! I'm sick of lying in bed all day, and I don't have my stuff here. It's all in the forge! I need more copper, I need more wood, I need more metal! And I need the forge to do things with it! I have this great idea for a new tail fin for Toothless, and I want to make a present for Astrid! That has to be done before Snoggletog!" Hiccup exclaimed, and Stoick detected a hint of anger in his voice.

"Listen, Hiccup. We can't always have what we want. You're not allowed to use the forge while you're healing, and I won't let you walk there. It's too dangerous. You're too fragile!" Stoick said as he started to push Hiccup gently towards the stairs.

"Dad! I'm not some delicate flower! I survived the Red Death, I can take a little ice! And if I can't go to the forge, can't you get some supplies for me? I can make you a list!" Hiccup said, still with that infuriatingly enthusiastic voice. Stoick didn't understand how Hiccup could be so… thick.

Over the past few months Stoick had finally realized how clever his son was. His mind worked at speeds he couldn't even comprehend, often analyzing problems and offering solutions before Stoick even understood what the problem was in the first place. And he made incredible inventions and clever tools. But when it came to his own safety, Hiccup just didn't seem to care or think at all.

Stoick on the other hand, couldn't stop thinking about what might happen to him. That day when he had found him in the snow, red blood staining the white flakes, he had thought for a moment that he was dead. He had broken his neck or hit his head to hard, and just… died. It was like something from his nightmares. And even when Gothi had come by and told him that he had just cut his leg and sprained the other, he still didn't feel calm. He kept imagining new scenarios of what could go wrong. And Hiccup, precariously balancing on his crutches or metal leg, surrounded by glowing hot metals and sharp objects in the forge?

That wasn't a situation he liked very much right now. So to hear Hiccup… demand to be in that dangerous position frustrated him.

"Hiccup! No, and that's the last word on it! You're going to go to bed, and you're going to heal! And then we can start thinking about letting you go near dangerous objects again," Stoick said as clearly as he could, hoping that his tone would tell Hiccup that there was no room for argument here.

It was never that simple.

"What? You mean my tools? I can handle myself, dad! You don't have to lock me away like this, I won't break from every little thing!" Hiccup said loudly, and Stoick could hear that he was doing his best not to start shouting.

"Because you _are_ fragile, Hiccup! You're blind, you've lost a leg, don't you realize that? You can't just do whatever strikes your fancy, there are things that are just too dangerous for you now!" Stoick said through gritted teeth, and he knew he was very close to losing his temper.

Hiccup lost his, though, when he heard that.

"Do you think I don't know that? Do you… Do you think I don't know that… I'm blind… and… Gods, why don't you get it?!" Hiccup screamed, and before Stoick could react, he wrestled his way out of his grip and started stumbling up the stairs.

Stoick was about to go after him, but before he could get his legs to work Hiccup's bedroom door slammed shut, and the anger disappeared.

"Thor, give me strength," he muttered, before collapsing onto the nearest chair.

He loved Hiccup so much, but it was so hard to understand him. Stoick just didn't know how to talk to him, he consistently reacted differently from what Stoick expected. He seemed so strong and cheerful sometimes, and then it changed to angry or frustrated without rhyme or reason.

He wondered if he should get Astrid. She always knew how to deal with Hiccup, and the two often seemed to communicate without saying anything at all, like they were reading each others minds.

Stoick wished Hiccup would just ask her to marry him already. Then they'd live in their own house and he wouldn't have to deal with this anymore. But the moment after he thought it he felt guilty. Hiccup couldn't help the fact that he was different, and he shouldn't start thinking of Hiccup as a burden. Not again. He couldn't let Astrid clean up his mess. He should do what Gobber told him, and listen to his son. He should try to find out why he was angry, and find a way to fix it.

He sighed deeply, before standing up from the chair and moving towards the stairs. As he started climbing the steps, he felt dread. Why was he so scared of facing his own son?

He stopped in front of the door, but didn't try to open it. He should get Hiccup's permission before entering his room.

"Hiccup, can we talk?" Stoick asked, waiting a few seconds for a response that didn't come.

"I'm not angry. I just want to talk about what just happened. And… And I'd rather not talk through a door. Can I come in, please?" he hesitantly asked. Stoick nearly started laughing when he realized he would never be this submissive to anyone else. A chief didn't beg or ask. But he wasn't a chief now. He was a father, and he needed to act like one.

Stoick listened for a few seconds, frowning when he heard dragon growls, interspersed with muffled words. It took him a moment to realize Toothless had to be in there, talking to Hiccup. He hoped the dragon was trying to convince Hiccup to open the door.

Eventually a muffled "Okay," reached his ears, and Stoick slowly opened the door, glancing around the room when he stepped inside. He frowned when he saw the bed was empty, and a quick inspection of the room didn't reveal Hiccup either. The bucket of water was still on the desk where he left it.

"Hiccup, where are-" Stoick started to say before he spotted Hiccup's crutches on the floor, next to Toothless' curled up form. Of course that's where he was. He felt a flare of anger when he realized Hiccup was avoiding him, but he suppressed the anger. Shouting at him wouldn't help.

"Hiccup, can you come out of there, please? I would like to see you when I talk to you," he slowly said. Toothless looked at him warily, faint distrust on his face, before lifting a wing, revealing Hiccup lying against the dragon's chest.

"Thank you, Toothless. Now, son. What did you mean when you said I didn't get it? Can you explain it to me?" Stoick asked, forcing himself to remain calm and gentle.

Hiccup was quiet for a while, clearly thinking about his words.

"It's… I… You said I don't realize I'm… in danger. But I do know that. I know that better than anyone, dad. When I'm… up here, with nothing to do and no one to talk to, that's all I can think about. I think and I think and I think and I think, because I've got nothing else to do. And I keep wondering if there was something I could have done to avoid that patch of ice, and I'm… I'm scared that I'll fall again when I go out," Hiccup slowly said, making Stoick frown. If he felt that way, then why was he so… dismissive of their efforts to protect him?

"Then you must understand why I'm doing this, Hiccup. I'm… I'm scared too! I don't want anything else bad to happen to you," he said, before kneeling on the floor to get closer to Hiccup.

"But that's the thing, dad. That's what I realized a long time ago. You can't protect me! No one can! There's always going to be risks and dangers and patches of ice, and I'll always keep stumbling and tripping and falling. That's… I'm blind, and I lost a leg, and as a consequence I'm more… vulnerable. But I accepted that, dad! I can't, no, I refuse to just… stay in bed all day because I might trip when I go out. Bad things happened to me, and more bad things can happen to me, but if I allow myself to be overcome with fear for those bad things, nothing good will happen to me either," Hiccup explained.

Stoick's first instinct was to argue. You can't just disregard danger like that! But then he was reminded of a time when Hiccup was eight years old and tried to climb a tree by himself. He fell and broke his leg, but even though he cried from the pain, he proudly showed him a raven's egg he managed to get from the top of the tree. Hiccup had been so proud of getting that egg that he said it had been worth the broken leg. And Stoick had been proud of his son then, for not giving up on his goals because of pain.

Maybe this wasn't so different. And maybe he should trust his son to know what rewards were worth what injuries.

And maybe he should be more lenient, because if there was anything he had learned over the past year, it was that Hiccup _wouldn't _be shackled by any means. So… maybe it was better to allow him some supervised freedom rather than risking him sneaking out at night and getting hurt when nobody was around.

"I see, son. Thank you for telling me this. And… maybe you're right. I'll… offer you a deal. Tomorrow I will walk with you to the forge. You can stay there all day, and do whatever you want, as long as Gobber is okay with it. Before you do anything, you ask Gobber. Understand? You can use the forge, but Gobber will be keeping an eye on you. And you're not allowed to leave the forge until me or Astrid or Gobber can escort you back here, understand? You can go out, as long as someone else is with you," Stoick told Hiccup.

"Okay. I won't leave the forge, and I'll ask Gobber about everything. But… Can I go there the day after as well? I have an idea for a present for Astrid, it's on one of the sheets of copper here," Hiccup said as he slowly crawled out of Toothless' embrace, making the dragon warble.

"You can go the day after tomorrow as well. But then the same rules apply! And for the rest of the day you'll stay inside! No unsupervised trips! You're still on crutches, Hiccup, you shouldn't push your luck!" he said, trying to be stern as Hiccup hopped towards the desk and grabbed a sheet of copper.

"Can I at least visit Astrid in the Great Hall? She's there all day, with the feast preparations, and I want to help her and keep her company. Please?" Hiccup said as he slowly hopped across the room until he stopped to lean on one of the bedposts.

Stoick took a deep breath when he realized Hiccup was trying to milk this for all it was worth. But… Maybe that wasn't so bad. When he'll become chief, he'll do well in negotiations with such an attitude.

Maybe he should support this behavior slightly, he thought as a smile grew on his face. But he couldn't let Hiccup know that he was really agreeing.

"Well, honestly I think it's a little risky, since the Hall is a pretty chaotic place right now. But… I suppose you should ask Kirsten. She's in charge of the kitchens there, so if she thinks it's safe, which I doubt, you can go," Stoick said, trying to make his voice sound doubtful and regretful, even though he knew Kirsten would agree in a heartbeat. That woman did everything she could to let Astrid and Hiccup spend more time together.

Hiccup's face brightened as a huge smile appeared, and Stoick couldn't help but smile as well when he saw his son so happy. But then he remembered he couldn't let Hiccup forget who the master of the house really was.

"Now then, son. Since you'll have such a busy day tomorrow, you should go to bed now. You need your rest," he said, hoping the thinly veiled command would work. For a moment it looked like Hiccup was going to argue, but then he just sighed and sat down on the bed. Toothless warbled, before walking over and gently nosing Hiccup.

"Okay. But… Can I show you what I want to make for Astrid? I'd like to know what you think, since you know more about combat than I do," Hiccup slowly said, holding up the sheet of copper.

Stoick's heart softened again, and he was genuinely curious to know what Hiccup was trying to make. So he sat down next to his son and grabbed the drawing, eager to find out what kind of invention he had come up with this time.

* * *

><p><strong>I'd like to thank wingedflower for giving the suggestion of Hiccup hurting himself and getting some leg angst! If anyone has any other suggestions or ideas, you can always leave a review or send me a PM.<br>**

**As you might have guessed, the next Blind Spot will take place not long after this one, on Snoggletog. That's right, Gift of the Night Fury, now with a Blind Hiccup. I hope to see you then!**


	8. Losing Your Shadow

**Hello everyone! I apologize that this one took so long to write. I was very busy with school, and I've been working on some other writing projects. One is a recently released modern AU one-shot called _Pressure_, and the other is a new long story that I hope to start posting soon!**

* * *

><p><span>Losing Your Shadow<span>

Finally, the wind was blowing through Hiccup's hair again. After more than a week of being stuck in bed, Hiccup was allowed to ride Toothless again at last. He hadn't needed further prompting, immediately running outside as quickly as he could (which was, admittedly, not very quick) and climbing into Toothless' saddle. The dragon had been excited as well, taking off as soon as Hiccup's repaired prosthetic pushed the pedal into the right position.

Hiccup had almost forgotten how free he felt in the air, not confined by his metal leg or blindness. Sometimes he wished he could stay up here forever, instead of having to use his cane to feel for the ground with every step. At least in the air, he could trust Toothless to not crash into anything. Toothless would warn him of obstacles coming up, and Hiccup would move the tail fin without questioning the Night Fury's directions.

So it was thrilling to do some riskier moves while flying. Dives, barrel rolls, flying upside down, they did it all. While Hiccup barely dared to run or jump while on the ground, in the air he felt invincible and powerful, trusting in Toothless to keep them safe. Because Toothless would never do anything to hurt him. Hiccup couldn't articulate how he knew that. He just did. He would never hurt Toothless. Toothless would never hurt him. Those were simple true facts.

He didn't dare to jump off Toothless and fall by himself yet, but the thought was becoming more enticing every day.

After another dive, so close to the trees Hiccup could hear the branches creak, they slowed down a little, gliding in circles. Hiccup wasn't sure where they were, he trusted Toothless to bring him back to Berk when they were done.

"That was close, bud! What do you say? Wanna go again?" he asked the dragon, reaching his hand forward to scratch his scales. Toothless suddenly became tense under his fingers, and Hiccup quickly grabbed the reigns again. Something was coming.

Sound of flapping wings reached his ears, and suddenly they were surrounded by what seemed like hundreds of dragons. Hiccup had trouble hearing Toothless' commands over the cacophony of sounds, and when a dragon roared just above him, he missed Toothless growl for them to go down.

Something hit them, and Hiccup felt his cane tip over. He stored it in a special holder on Toothless' saddle when they were flying, but the mild collision seemed to have knocked it out. He tried to grab it, but his fingers found nothing but air as the cane disappeared into the black fog around him,

"My cane!" he yelled, and without warning Toothless dove down. Hiccup gasped at the sudden change of direction, his brain wondering where all these dragons were coming from. They should get back to Berk.

"No, Toothless! Don't get my cane! Stop! We have to find out what's going on!" he shouted at the dragon as he moved the pedal to 'up'. He didn't blame Toothless for his actions, he had specifically trained him to fetch his cane whenever he lost it. But this dragon exodus was more important than the cane, even though he had spent hours modifying it with a hidden weapon.

Toothless reluctantly obeyed, though he continued growling. "I know, bud. You don't want me to lose my cane. But we'll get it later!" he said, hoping they were over land. If it fell into the sea, it could take forever to find it again, even though it thankfully floated.

"Back to Berk, Toothless!" Hiccup told the dragon clearly, knowing Toothless would not ignore a direct command like that. Grumbling, Toothless turned around and flapped his wings, making his way through the flock of dragons.

Hiccup could only hope they'd get answers on Berk.

* * *

><p>"That was depressing!" Ruffnut exclaimed as they walked through the village after the assembly. Astrid had to agree. Stoick had done his best to keep spirits high and save the Snoggletog excitement, but the air had been thick with disappointment and worry.<p>

Astrid hadn't been able to hide her sadness either. Stormfly was gone. She hadn't expected that at all. Stormfly had been very cuddly for the past few weeks, in fact. The Nadder had begged for fish and chicken instead of hunting for her own food like she usually did. She also stayed indoors by the fire instead of the stable, much to her father's protest.

So why did Stormfly and the other dragons leave? Astrid hoped it was just some temporary thing, like birds migrating south during winter. But something inside her kept worrying for her dragon's safety.

"Look, we don't know what happened, or why they left. But the dragons are smart and loyal. They wouldn't do this unless they had a very good reason!" Hiccup argued, voice remaining optimistic, but Astrid felt doubt in his hand signals. Hiccup had clearly been shaken as well. He seemed a little disoriented and lost, and not just because he lost his cane and relied on Astrid to guide him again.

"Easy for you to say! Your dragon can't go anywhere without you!" Tuffnut said, and before Astrid could reply, Ruffnut spoke up as well.

"You can't even see how badly your dragon wants to leave! Must be nice," the female twin said as she pointed to a black shadow in the distance. Astrid followed her finger, seeing Toothless on the cliffside. He was hanging forward as far as he could without falling, and the dragon produced sad and longing sounds.

Hiccup's fingers tightened in her hand, and he stopped moving, leaving the others to walk on. Astrid stayed with him, knowing Hiccup needed clarification.

"Toothless is up there, near the watchtower. He's… He looks like he really wants to… go somewhere not on Berk. He's whining and looking at something far away," she explained when the other teens where out of earshot, and Hiccup's face fell.

"It's not fair. If Toothless wants to fly somewhere he should be able to do that," he said as he squeezed her hand tightly. Suddenly a smile appeared on his face.

"You know, I think I could make him something to fly by himself! It could be a Snoggletog gift! Could you help me smith it?" Hiccup exclaimed, and she couldn't help but smile as well. Stormfly might be gone, but maybe she could help Hiccup with his dragon. And it would be nice to smith again.

"Of course! What's your plan?" she asked as she led him to the forge, and along the way he explained his idea for a tail that Toothless could control by himself. For a moment she wondered if Toothless would leave as well if he could fly. But she decided not to voice her concerns. The idea was ridiculous anyway. Toothless wouldn't leave Hiccup, it was just… not possible. Hiccup being without Toothless was a concept as weird as the sun rising in the west.

They entered the smithy and lit the forge. As the temperature rose and Hiccup started drawing a schematic on a sheet of copper, Astrid's attention was drawn by a shining object in the corner of the room.

Intrigued, she walked over to examine the strange object, gasping when she pulled it out of a pile of scrap and saw it was a beautiful shield. It looked like it was made from the purest silver, but it was way lighter than that. A blue Nadder was painted on the front of the shield, and the back had several buttons she didn't dare to touch.

"Hiccup? What is this?" she asked as she walked over to him. His curious expression turned to horror the moment he touched it, and without warning he snatched it from her grasp.

"You aren't supposed to see that! I thought Gobber had hidden it!" he said as he tried to shove the shield under the desk, but Astrid wanted to know what he was hiding now.

"Why wasn't I supposed to see it? Is it something you're still working on? One of your inventions?" she asked, confused by his behavior. Hiccup never hid things from her.

"No, it's…" he stuttered for a few seconds, clearly trying to come up with an excuse, before sighing deeply.

"What's the point of hiding it anymore? It's… It was supposed to be a surprise for you. A Snoggletog present," Hiccup softly said as he lifted the shield back up again. Astrid's jaw dropped, and then she felt ashamed for spoiling the surprise.

"I might as well give it to you now, I suppose. It's… You keep me safe all the time, and… I wanted to give something back for that. Something to keep you safe. I can't… see things coming that might hit you, but maybe this will protect you," he stuttered as he held the shield out to her. She took it, speechless.

"It's not just a normal shield! It's made of Gronkle iron, so it's extra light and strong. It also has some build in weapons. If you press that red button near the side it becomes a crossbow," he explained as he reached out and explored the shield until he found the button. She yelped when the entire shield split into multiple pieces that rotated around until a crossbow was revealed.

"You can press the button again to turn it back into the normal shield," Hiccup said as he pressed the button once more, and this time Astrid was prepared for the sudden transformation. Still, she was very impressed by the ingeniously manufactured shield.

"And the button in the middle activates a grappling hook. The hook is fired from this spot in the center," he explained further, and Astrid nodded, before remembering he couldn't see her response.

"It's amazing, Hiccup. Thank you!" she said as she looked at the shield one more time, before putting it on the desk and pulling Hiccup towards her for a kiss.

They were just getting into the kiss when the sound of a bell made them jump apart, and the signal that the forge was becoming too hot reminded Astrid of why they were there.

"Let's make Toothless an awesome Snoggletog present as well!" she said as she grabbed Hiccup's arm and led him to the forge.

* * *

><p>Hiccup yawned loudly as he walked back to the house. He hadn't slept, instead working with Astrid through the night to make Toothless' new tail fin. It was morning now, according to Astrid, and he couldn't wait to show the invention to Toothless.<p>

As he climbed the hill carefully, he heard Toothless pouncing the roof even harder than normal. Was he that eager to go flying? Or did it have something to do with the other dragons leaving?

"Toothless! I'm over here, bud!" he shouted, hoping Toothless hadn't done too much damage to the roof. Immediately, the dragon warbled happily, before running over to Hiccup.

"I've got something for you! A Snoggletog present!" he said as he held out the new fin, and he could hear Toothless sniff it curiously. Hiccup moved forward to take off the old fin, making Toothless jump and growl, before flipping his tail away from him.

"Settle down! Let me just put this on you!" he exclaimed as he felt around for Toothless' tail, eventually finding it and holding it down. He swiftly removed the old fin with practiced moves, before attaching the new fin and linking the complicated gears to Toothless' real fin.

After running his fingers over every part one last time to check if everything was attached right, he stood up.

"There you go! What do you think?" Hiccup said as he let go of the fin, and Toothless' reaction was immediate. He began thrashing and roaring, and Hiccup nearly fell over when Toothless' wings or tail narrowly missed him.

He was scared. He knew Toothless would never hurt him, but these rapid unpredictable movements still scared him, especially since he couldn't see them.

"Toothless, stop! Please! Are you hurt?" he shouted as he ducked, and suddenly a soft metallic sound rang out. Toothless froze and made a surprised sound, apparently figuring out how the fin worked.

"See? Do you get it now? You can fly on your own now," he said as he heard the fin opening and closing. Toothless' silence unnerved him a little. Normally the dragon made sounds almost constantly, but now he was silent.

"Toothless?" Hiccup hesitantly asked as he reached his hand out to the dragon. But before he could touch him, Toothless jumped away with a loud roar, before taking off and flying high up into the air.

"Toothless? Toothless?! Where are you going?" he asked as he moved his arms around him rapidly, trying to find his best friend. He couldn't have left, right? He would never leave him behind!

The sound of flapping wings quickly disappeared, and then Hiccup was alone again. He couldn't help but wonder if Toothless would even come back.

* * *

><p>Sounds of metal hitting metal rang through the clearing, along with muffled cursing and heavy breathing. Hiccup did his best to fight off his attacker, but it was hopeless. All he had was an iron bar, a meager substitute for the cane he had trained with. In less than five seconds his opponent found an opening, swinging an axe in a way he didn't see coming, and suddenly his bar was whipped out of his hands. The next moment his legs were kicked out from under him, and then he was on his back, the blade resting on his throat.<p>

"Dead," Astrid informed him, and he nodded. She grabbed his arm and pulled him back to his feet, before giving him the staff back.

"Let's try again," she said, before giving a loud battlecry. The scream drowned out the sound of her swinging weapon, and Hiccup panicked when he realized he had no idea where she was swinging her axe. Instinctively, he lifted the metal bar in an attempt to block. Astrid obviously anticipated the move, and probably easily navigated around it, changing her swing to aim a little higher.

The blade came to a rest on the side of his neck, making Hiccup gulp when he felt the cold metal.

"Dead," Astrid said again, and Hiccup felt so tired. It was so useless. There was no hope he could ever defeat Astrid. They had been training for weeks now, but there was no real sign of progress. The only times Hiccup had been able to block her attacks were by sheer luck, and he had never even been able to hit her back. Their fights all ended the same way. Less than ten seconds after they began, he'd be disarmed and incapacitated.

And like Astrid kept reminding him, if he had been fighting a real opponent, he would be dead.

"Hiccup," Astrid softly said as she rubbed his arm. "Relax. You're not going to be able to fight if you're panicking. You need to concentrate," she continued, and he turned away. What was the point? He couldn't defeat Astrid, a warrior he knew through and through. Then how could he ever defeat an attacker who wouldn't show mercy?

Astrid sighed when he didn't respond. "Look, Hiccup. It's hard. I can't even imagine how hard this must be for you to do. I mean… I'm trying my best to teach you how to fight without… being able to see, and I don't know how to do that, but… I believe in you, okay? I believe that you can do it. You just have to pay attention to the sounds of my weapon," she said, and he slowly nodded. He couldn't say no to her. He couldn't let her down. So he moved back into position and readied his makeshift weapon.

This time Astrid didn't scream, and he could hear her steps were slower and more pronounced. He forced himself to focus, but his concentration was broken by a flash of anger when he realized she was swinging her axe much slower than she usually did. Astrid was deliberately moving slower to make it easier for him, and the fact that she was acknowledging he was that bad somehow infuriated him.

He moved the makeshift staff to block her attack, cursing silently when the extra weight made him move slower than expected. The axe hit the bar with a loud bang, but the bad angle merely made it change trajectory instead of blocking. Astrid's weapon came to a sudden stop right in front of his face.

"Dead," Astrid whispered, and he could hear frustration in her voice. He felt frustrated himself. He couldn't even block a single attack when she was moving very slowly.

Angry at himself, he turned away and threw the bar away.

"Hey now, that wasn't so bad! You nearly had it that time! I bet if you had been using your cane, you would have blocked that one!" Astrid said as she grabbed his hand from behind, but he tore it away.

"Maybe. And then you would have just made another attack, and before I can respond, you'll have disarmed me. Dead," he slowly said, trying to control his temper. He knew he shouldn't be so nasty against Astrid, but he was just… angry.

"Do you want to take this slower? I could just do one attack at a time. Then, when you can block those consistently, we'll move to two attacks in a row. Okay?" she asked, and he resisted the urge to scream.

"Yeah, and when I'll be able to block two attacks, we can start trying three. And by the time I'm actually good with this rod, my cane will wash up on the shore. It's lighter, so if I want to use it again, I'll have to start training from the beginning again," he said between gritted teeth, angry at the flock of dragons for knocking his cane into the ocean. He was angry at Toothless for leaving.

He was angry at himself for making the new tail fin in the first place.

"Learning to fight with other weapons is important, Hiccup! What if you only learned to fight with your cane, but lost access to it somehow? What if you were… I don't know… captured, and you'd have to fight your way out using the first weapon you find? That could be a sword, or an axe, or… or this metal bar," Astrid said as she opened his hand and placed the improvised weapon in it.

"Sure. Maybe in a year I can block one attack with the staff. Another year of training, and I can do it with a sword. Another, and I can do it with an axe. Then I can start training to block two attacks! And in forty years I might be able to start trying to hit you," he said sarcastically, and he felt her tense behind him.

"Hiccup, it took me years and years before I was able to fight! I've been there! I know that frustration!" she exclaimed as she turned him around and put her hands on his shoulders. He just shook his head.

"But… But you can see! I… I can't see, Astrid! How am I supposed to fight? Maybe, just maybe, I can learn to block your single attack here, in a silent forest. But… But what if it's in a battle? What if people are screaming around me, and the ground is slippery, and there are enemies everywhere? How am I supposed to adapt to that? You can do that, you can actually see what's going on, where you put your feet, what your opponent is doing! I can't do that!" he shouted, and he felt her flinch back a little. The realization that he startled her disgusted him.

"Hiccup, don't think like that! Let's just take it one step at a time. You gotta defend before you can attack! When you started to fly Toothless, you didn't do jumps and dives either, did you?" she said, and he just became angrier when she mentioned Toothless.

It had been three days since the dragon left, and Hiccup felt lost without his best friend. He had realized that normally he was rarely apart from Toothless for more than an hour. Toothless had become such a constant fixture in his life, such a constant support that he didn't even question anymore, that his disappearance shook him more than anything ever had. Even when he and Astrid had a fight and didn't talk for two days he hadn't felt this… incomplete.

He had thought a lot about it over the last few days, and he had come to realize he loved Toothless and Astrid in different ways. He loved Astrid in a romantic and friendly way. She was someone he wanted to spend time with, someone who he could talk to. Someone who guided him. She was a constant source of light and happiness in his dark world. But she was still a very different person, sometimes far away from him.

With Toothless, on the other hand, it was sometimes hard to think of him as a separate person. Their love was unconditional, unquestionable. In the darkness of the black room it sometimes felt like they were connected somehow with black fog, and they couldn't be separated.

If Astrid was his light, then Toothless was his shadow. And you can't lose your shadow. He's always with you. Sometimes bigger, sometimes smaller, sometimes barely visible. But always there.

Or at least, that's what Hiccup used to think. But now that Toothless seemed to have left him, he was doubting if Toothless had felt the same way. What if the dragon had simply stuck with him for convenience? What if he was just a useful source of food and artificial fins?

"It doesn't matter what I did with Toothless. Toothless is gone," he slowly said, before suddenly lashing out. All his frustration at losing Toothless, at losing his sparring matches, at falling, at losing his cane suddenly exploded.

He spun around, hooking the bar behind Astrid's legs. With a flick of his wrist Astrid fell, crying out in surprise. He didn't give her a chance to recover. He quickly felt around for her axe and knocked it out of her hand, before placing the tip of the bar on her throat.

There was complete silence for a few seconds, before Astrid's voice rang out, shaken and out of breath.

"Dead."

Hiccup was too shocked by the unexpected victory to respond, and Astrid jumped to her feet.

"Hiccup, that was amazing! That was… This is what you have to train! Surprise attacks! Enemies will underestimate you, they'll think you can't fight. If you can surprise them, and knock them out in a few seconds, you'll be a force to be reckoned with!" she exclaimed, and slowly, a smile came to his face.

"You think so?" he asked, before getting his answer when Astrid wrapped him in a tight hug.

"I'm sure. And… And I'm sure Toothless isn't gone. He's out there, somewhere. All the dragons flew west, maybe they're on an island somewhere over there?" she said, and Hiccup wished he could be that sure. But he realized he couldn't just sit around here anymore. He couldn't just defend and let the enemy come to him. He had to get out there and do something! He couldn't wait for Toothless to come back, he had to find him! Surprise everyone!

"Astrid? You can sail a boat, right?" he hesitantly asked.

* * *

><p>Astrid was getting more and more doubts as they walked through the village with a pair of oars. Yes, she could sail a boat. Technically. In theory. Her mother taught her about ships, and she had gone on a few fishing trips. But she had never sailed by herself. Sure, Hiccup would be with her, but he had never sailed before.<p>

And she silently wondered how much use he would be without eyes.

But she was still determined to go along with Hiccup's plan. He had a point, they should be actively trying to find out where the dragons had gone. And if they couldn't follow them through the air, they'd have to go by ship.

But she didn't think Stoick would agree with their reasoning. Which is why they hadn't told him of their little trip. They were just gonna go to the docks, 'borrow' one of the little fishing boats, and sail west.

She was leading the way through the village, hoping they wouldn't run into the chief or her parents, when Fishlegs appeared from around a corner and ran right into her. Fish spilled out of a large basket he was carrying, and he was looking extremely nervous.

"Hey Fishlegs. Did the fishing boats just come back? That's a lot of fish you got there! Enough to feed a dragon!" Astrid said, hoping the fishermen were done for the day. That would make it easier to take a boat.

"Oh, oh! A dragon? Hah!" Fishlegs stuttered with a nervous laugh as he backed away from them, before quickly walking away.

"That was odd," Hiccup commented, and she had to agree. Fishlegs had been acting weird ever since the dragons left. It was like he was hiding something.

"Let's follow him. Maybe if we find out what he's up to, we can convince him to help us," she told Hiccup, who answered with a quick nod. They followed Fishlegs as silently as they could, until they saw him enter the Ingerman family warehouse. Why would Fishlegs bring fish to the warehouse? The Ingermans stored grain there!

The door opened again, so Astrid quickly shoved Hiccup behind a nearby wall before taking cover herself. Cautiously, she peeked around the corner to see Fishlegs leave the warehouse, laughing nervously. He then walked right past them, thankfully not looking into the alley where they were hiding.

"'Legs is hiding something in the Ingerman warehouse. Let's check it out," she told Hiccup as she guided him to the door. Hiccup quickly ran his fingers over the door, grabbing his knife when he found it was locked.

"Keep watch," he told Astrid as he inserted the knife into the lock and started to wiggle it around. Astrid looked around, hoping no one was watching. This didn't feel right, but it was also exhilarating to be doing something illegal. Instinctively, she unsheathed her axe and took her new shield from her back. Wielding the weapons made her feel a little more powerful.

"And… it's open," Hiccup whispered as he pocketed his knife, before moving his fingers to the door handles.

Several things happened very rapidly. There was a loud dragon growl, followed by the sound of a chain snapping. Hiccup screamed, and then she saw a Gronkle fly out of the warehouse, taking Hiccup with him.

The moment she realized the dragon was kidnapping Hiccup, something snapped inside her. Her first instinct was to throw her axe at the Gronkle, but she realized that might hurt Hiccup as well. Plus, she didn't really want to hurt the dragon. Then she remembered her new shield.

She had been training with the shield for a couple of days now, intrigued by the hidden crossbow. But she was most impressed with the grappling hook hidden in the center of the shield. It was incredibly useful for hunting, as she could shoot it at foxes or rabbits to ensnare them, and the build-in winch would immediately pull her target in, delivering it right into her hands.

So Astrid dropped her axe and took aim with the shield, hoping to bring the Gronkle down. Then, just as Hiccup screamed "Meatlug?!" she pressed the button.

The moment the grappling hook wound itself around the dragon she now recognized as Meatlug, Astrid realized she had forgotten several things.

One: Gronkles had very small wings that would not be bound by the rope. The grappling hook only twisted itself around the dragon's body without actually trapping the wings or paws. So Meatlug would not actually stop flying.

Two: Hiccup was still hanging on to the Gronkle when the ropes twisted around him as well, making him completely stuck.

Three: Meatlug was at least ten times as heavy as she was. She had tried the grappling hook on several targets, and she had found that the reeling in mechanic only worked on lighter targets. The few times she had tried to use it on trees or big rocks, the shield had flown from her hand, or the powerful winch pulled her towards her target instead of the other way around.

So suddenly she was being dragged forward by the shield as the rope wound itself around Meatlug and Hiccup. Then her feet left the ground as the rope was being reeled in, pulling her towards the Gronkle.

Three seconds later the shield collided with Meatlug, and she followed barely a moment later. She was hanging on to Meatlug only by her shield, and she quickly grabbed the saddle to avoid falling, tightening her grip when she glanced down and saw the sea just below her.

"Astrid? Are you there? What is happening?" Hiccup shouted, and she groaned when she realized they were in quite a bit of trouble.

"Uhm… I think Meatlug kidnapped us," she said as she climbed in top of Meatlug, trying to find a way to untie Hiccup without him or the shield falling.

"And… why am I tied in ropes?" he asked, looking very confused.

Well, I tried to stop Meatlug using the grappling hook in the shield. It… didn't work," she said, feeling very stupid.

"Wait a minute! If Meatlug is flying away from Berk, he must be going to the other dragons! We'll find Toothless and Stormfly soon!" Hiccup suddenly exclaimed, looking way too happy for someone stuck to a dragon's face. But he was probably right. And although this dragon ride wasn't that comfortable, she had to admit it was faster than going by boat.

* * *

><p>Hiccup had been in many uncomfortable situations. He had gotten lost, stuck, or hurt more times then he could count. But this might be a new low. Hiccup had been pressed against Meatlug for over an hour now, with no end in sight. Astrid had tried her best from her spot on the Gronkle, but she hadn't been able to find a way to untie the ropes without dropping him or the new shield into the ocean. So they had agreed that the only thing to do was wait until Meatlug would finally land somewhere so they could release him safely.<p>

Hiccup hoped that would be very soon. He couldn't feel his arms anymore, and his leg was starting to hurt more and more, stuck at a bad angle. At least the ride was fairly even and calm, the only painful part was when Meatlug had to quickly dodge a stranded ship. But still, Hiccup would much rather ride on Toothless or Stormfly.

Why did these things always have to happen to him?

Meatlug hadn't responded to anything he or Astrid said. And he wasn't really in a position to reach his hand out to the dragon. So all they could do was hope that Meatlug would reach his destination soon.

"You see anything yet?" he asked for the twentieth time, more to pass the time than to get a real answer.

"Still nothing but clouds," Astrid said, but a moment later Meatlug descended sharply, making Hiccup yelp when the rope dug into his neck painfully.

"There's an island there! It's full of dragons! They're there!" Astrid shouted, and Hiccup smiled. Finally they were there. He'd see Toothless again!

A minute later they landed, and thankfully Meatlug was willing to hold still while Astrid removed the ropes. Hiccup immediately fell when blood streamed back into his limbs, but he couldn't stop smiling when he heard the dragons growling and roaring nearby. He could also hear roars and calls he had never heard before. They were more squeaky, like they came from smaller dragons, and Hiccup wondered if some new species of dragon was also hatching here.

"Hiccup! There's… There's baby dragons! All the dragons have babies!" Astrid said as she pulled him back up, and suddenly the sounds made sense. They _were_ little dragons, just of the same species!

"Hiccup, look! There's a Gronkle over there who's pushing her eggs into a sort of well, and little Gronkles are coming out!" Astrid said with an awed voice as she guided him. Hiccup wished he could see the baby dragons, they had to be really cute if they could reduce Astrid Hofferson to this babbling and cooing girl.

Suddenly his prosthetic hit some kind of rock, making them stop walking.

"Hey, you missed an-!" Astrid started saying loudly, before an explosion knocked him off his feet. Moments later he was on his back, a little Gronkle sitting on top of him. Hiccup gently reached his hands out to the dragon, awing when he felt the tiny being. The cuteness almost made him forget the pain in his back and legs.

"Are you okay?" Astrid asked as she gently lifted the Gronkle off him and pulled him to his feet.

"Yeah, but it's a good thing those don't hatch on Berk," he groaned, and she laughed.

"Let's find Toothless and Stormfly," Astrid told him, and he followed her gladly, taking care not to step on any little dragons.

The mass of babies made his mind wander to the girl beside him. As future chief of Berk, he was expected to produce an heir. He had always known that, but he hadn't really thought about who the mother would be. But now, as Astrid suddenly screamed "Stormfly! You have babies?!" and pulled him along as she ran to her Nadder, he realized that she would be the one to bear his children one day. It would be Astrid, or no one at all. He just couldn't imagine anyone could be a better mother and a better wife than her.

He didn't dare to say anything to Astrid yet, but as he knelt down to feel Stormfly's babies, he wondered if these little dragons might be good practice for the children they would have one day.

* * *

><p>"So, Astrid. We're gonna have some Nadder babies in the house now, huh? How long until we have some human babies as well?" Kirsten asked, and Astrid groaned, not taking her eyes off Stormfly's children.<p>

"Not for a while, mother," she managed to say while trying to hide the blush on her face. She had been trying not to think about the fact that she and Hiccup would be married someday. And then… they'd have children, if Freya blessed them. It was a thought that scared her. She didn't know how to deal with children.

"Well, I'm just saying that if you marry Hiccup within three months, and you get pregnant quickly, you'll have a child next Snoggletog!" Kirsten said, and Astrid whipped her head up.

"Mother! We're not getting married in three months! In Thor's name…" she said loudly, blushing more when several Vikings turned to look at them. The Great Hall was filled with humans and dragons celebrating Snoggletog, and she didn't want them to get any ideas about Hiccup and her.

Kirsten sighed, before putting her hand on Astrid's shoulder. "Astrid, don't worry. I was just joking. Look… I only want you to get married and have children when both you and Hiccup feel ready. And if that takes years, I'll accept that. Just come to me when you're ready, and we'll make a contract then. Not before, okay?" her mother softly said, and Astrid nodded, surprised at this serious side Kirsten rarely showed.

"Good. Now go to Hiccup and cheer him up. The lad's looking very sad," Kirsten said, and Astrid looked around to see Hiccup by the pillar in the center of the room, looking lost.

"Okay, mother. Thanks," she said as she stood up, but before she could walk over, her mother spoke up.

"Just don't cheer him up in a way that leads to more babies!" Kirsten said loudly, and Astrid walked away quickly, hoping no one had heard that.

Her embarrassment quickly faded when she reached Hiccup and grabbed his hand. He was trying to hide it, but she could feel he was distressed. She had noticed his increased stress ever since they hadn't found Toothless on the nesting island. They hadn't talked about it then, instead focusing on using the shipwreck to transport the baby dragons back to Berk. But she knew he had been wondering about Toothless all the while.

"Hiccup, I know it must be really hard to… to hear everyone being so happy, and interacting with their dragons. But we did a good thing today. We discovered why the dragons left, and now we can prepare for next year," she said, before pulling him into a hug. He was stiff at first, but eventually he hugged her back. But she could still feel the worry plaguing him.

"Astrid, where did Toothless go?" he asked the question they had both been asking silently, and she wished she had an answer.

"I don't know," she answered. She was about to offer suggestions, maybe Night Furies hatched somewhere else, when the doors to the Great Hall were pushed open by a black paw. Her jaw dropped when she recognized Toothless entering the room, looking around anxiously. The dragon's eyes widened when he saw them, and she noticed he was biting down on something she couldn't see well.

Deciding to surprise Hiccup, she pulled out of the hug. "Man, I wouldn't want to be you right now! You brought back everyone's dragon, except yours!" she said, almost regretting it when she saw Hiccup's face fall. But his irritation would be quickly forgotten.

"You know, Astrid, that is not helping-" he said angrily, but then she grabbed his shoulders and spun him around, before pushing him toward his best friend. Toothless warbled happily, and even from behind Astrid saw Hiccup suddenly radiate happiness when he recognized the sound.

"Toothless! Hey bud!" he said as he walked towards the dragon as quickly as he could, putting his arms around Toothless' neck. Astrid recognized the object in Toothless' mouth as Hiccup's cane, and she smiled when she understood where Toothless had been. Hiccup seemed to have trained him to fetch a little too well.

Hiccup started to reprimand the dragon, but his tirade was interrupted when Toothless spat out the cane, making it land on the stone floor with a loud 'clink', before warbling something that sounded like 'cane'.

Hiccup was completely frozen for a few moments, before kneeling to grab the slimy cane.

"You found my cane? That's where you've been? You fetched my cane!" he said, before hugging the dragon again.

"Thanks bud. You're the best," Astrid could hear him mutter, making her smile. Somehow seeing them reunited finally made the assembly feel like a real party, and she was happy to join in when people shouted "Happy Snoggletog!"

* * *

><p>Toothless' roaring and pouncing woke Hiccup early in the morning, but he couldn't be mad at the dragon. It felt reassuring to sense how eager Toothless was to fly with him. So Hiccup decided not to let the dragon wait, and quickly dressed and grabbed his cane. When he walked outside, he nearly tripped over the saddle and fin lying on the ground.<p>

"Toothless, why did you drag this out here?" he asked when he realized it was the old fin and pedal. The dragon simply warbled, before pushing the fin against his foot.

"You don't need this anymore!" Hiccup told the warbling dragon as he shoved the fin out of the way.

"Toothless, would you quit fooling around! You don't need this anymore! You don't need me to respond to your commands now!" he exclaimed when Toothless jumped away from him while warbling loudly.

Hiccup frowned and shook his head, not comprehending. What was Toothless doing? The metallic sound of the new tail rang out, but before Hiccup could reach Toothless, there were smashing sounds.

"Toothless! What are you doing?!" he screamed when he realized Toothless was destroying the tail, but then Toothless' warbled familiar words.

"Urp. Urp. Lurgh! Rawr! Urp!" Toothless growled, and Hiccup recognized the flying commands. Did… Did Toothless want him to follow those commands? Did Toothless prefer flying with their crazy system of voiced commands rather than by himself?

The realization brought a huge smile to his face, and then he picked up the old fin.

"Okay bud, let's see what tricks we can do today!" Hiccup said as he started attaching the fin like he had done so many times before, and he knew Toothless would never abandon him, as he would never abandon Toothless.

After all, a shadow follows the movements of the one who casts it.

* * *

><p><strong>Thanks for reading, and I hope you liked it! As always, if you have any thoughts, comments, ideas, or suggestions, please leave a review or send a PM!<strong>


End file.
